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MADAME DE PRESNEL 



CHAPTER I. 



COLONEL Osgood's god-daughter. 



Towards the close of a certain January 
afternoon in the year 187 — ^ a man of 
about four or five and thirty was seated 
at the window of a London club, reading 
a newspaper by the failing light. He 
glanced up and down the columns, find- 
ing little in them, apparently, to engage 
his attention; and presently, laying the 
paper across his knee, he sat for a while 
gazing into the room before him. He was 
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a man above the middle height, rather 
large and loose-limbed in frame, and 
with an air of distinction altogether in- 
dependent of the clothes he wore. He « 
was dressed well, but without precisipn, 
like a man who employs a good tailor as 
a matter of course, and then gives no 
further thought to the subject. His face, 
which was pleasing without being hand- 
some, bore the distinctive lines traced by 
thought and character, when both the one 
and the other have strongly influenced 
a man's life ; he had a short-cut beard 
and moustache, and wore near-sighted 
spectacles, which he took off and on 
with some frequency, - the change giving 
variety to features remarkable for steadi- 
ness rather than mobility of expression. 
His expression, for the rest, was excellent, 
tranquil, and observant, somewhat pre- 
occupied, but wholly free from self-occu- 



COL. Osgood's goddaughter. 



pation ; that of a man who has outlived 
the storms and uncertainties of youth, 
but feels a keen and intelligent interest 
in the movement of life. One man and 
another addressed him in passing; his 
answers were generally brief and to the 
point, but short as they were, they re- 
vealed that Nature had endowed him with 
two of her rarer gifts — ^a natural grace of 
manner, and a good and charming smile. 
He bore traces of ill-health, or one should 
say, perhaps, of recent illness only, on his 
face, which though too sunburnt to be 
pallid, looked thin and worn ; whilst in 
the movement of his hands, which were 
thin like his face, and in his attitude as 
he leaned back in his chair, there was 
something of the languor of weakness. 
His name was Richard Waring, and he 
was well-known in various circles as a man 
of good birth and good means, as a trav- 
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4 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

eller of celebrity, as a man who was dis- 
tinguishing himself among rising men of 
science. 

He rose at last, and, feeling in his 
pocket for a note-book, drew his chair 
to a table under a gas-lamp, and began 
jotting down some memoranda. The room 
happened just then to be nearly empty, 
but his movement attracted the atten- 
tion of an erect, white-haired, white- 
moustached man seated close by, reading 
a newspaper. 

'You're off again, I hear. Waring,' he 
said, looking up ; ' what end of the earth 
are you bound for now ?' 

' Only for Rome this time,' answered the 
other; 'I have no intention of leaving 
Europe again at present.' 

^ Ah ! you're going to Rome — ^well, I 
wish, if you make any stay, you'd go and 
see my god-daughter who is spending the 
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winter there. I'll give you a letter of 
introduction to her.' 

'I will, with pleasure, Colonel.' He 
replaced the pencil in his note-book, and 
closing it, put it back into his pocket. 
^Who is your god-daughter, if I may 
ask ? I expect to be in Rome for some 
weeks.' 

' Her name is Ottilie Capel, and she's the 
grand-daughter of Lady Sarah Capel, whom 
you may or may not chance to know. 
There's not a better or prettier girl in the 
world, nor one more impracticable. I 
should uncommonly like to have some 
clear idea of what she's really doing 
with herself in Rome. I've no sort of 
authority over her, you know; for that 
matter, she's of age now and can please 
herself. But I was her father, Lewis 
Capel's, oldest friend, and in that way I 
feel a sort of responsibility about his girl.' 
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' Do you mean,' said Waring, ^ that she- 
is living in Rome by herself?' 

*Not exactly — no,' said the Colonel. 
' The fact is,' he went on, laying down the 
newspaper, and taking off his glasses, * her 
history is a peculiar one. Her father 
married quite beneath him; a little 
Gretchen — ^you know the sort of thing; 
absolutely a little peasant girl that he fell 
in love with for her blue eyes in some 
Bavarian mountain village. He gave up 
everything for her sake ; for as he couldn't 
at once bring her home for various reasons, 
he lived out there till he died — ^he only 
lived seven or eight years after his marriage. 
He always meant to do one thing and 
another, to assure his wife her proper 
position in England or in Germany, but it 
was less trouble to drift on as he was, 
and he left everything till it was too late. 
He was the sort of man who drifted in and 



COL. Osgood's goddaughter. 



out of everything. I always stood up for 
him, you know, so far as his marriage went, 
I hold that a man has a right to do as he 
pleases in the matter. Isn't that your 
opinion, now ?' 

* Certainly,' replied Waring, ' from that 
point of view, a man's marriage is no one's 
concern but his own.' 

'Well, it was what I thought at any 
rate, and I always stood by Lewis, though 
he ought to have done more for his wife ; 
but his family, as was natural, I suppose, 
were all furious. They cut him dead 
while he lived ; and no sooner was he out 
of the world, than with Lady Sarah at 
their head, they swooped down and carried 
off the little girl, who was five or six years 
old then, from her mother. The little 
Gretchen — her name was not Gretchen, by- 
the-by, but no matter — ^behaved very well 
about it. She saw it was for the child's 
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advantage, and let her go, only stipulating 
that she should have her for a month 
every year, which couldn't well be refused 
her, especially as she never touched a 
penny of her husband's money. Upon my 
word,' said the Colonel, breaking off with 
some enthusiasm, ' she was a noble young 
creature, though she was only a peasant 
girl. It was she who insisted on Capel's 
making a will that gave everything to the 
child. The silly lad had married her with- 
out letting her know that he was a man of 
large fortune, and when she found it out, 
she refused to profit by one penny of it. 
His money didn't come direct from the 
Capels — he was only a younger son — ^but 
from some other branch of the family. 
There's a long story about that too, but it 
don't concern my god-daughter, except in 
so far that it made her an heiress. Capel 
ought never to have made that will ; he 
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ought to have secured a proper provision to 
his wife and so on. But he was like that ; he 
alw^ays did what he was told, except when 
he did things in such a hurry that no one 
had time to tell him anything.' 

* Is his wife still alive ?' said Waring. 

' No, she died a year or more ago. There 
it is ; she was a woman of sense, and might 
have had some control over her daughter ; 
but now Ottilie is of age, with full com- 
mand of her fortune, and at liberty to do 
as she pleases, and what she pleases is 
not in the least what the rest of her family 
over here please. For though Lady Sarah 
brought her up in all the ways and duties 
of a young woman of rank and fashion, 
gave her masters, had her presented, took 
her to balls and routs, and all the rest of 
it, my god-daughter never cared for any- 
thing in the world as she did for her 
mother, and only cared the more as she 
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got old enough to understand how Lady- 
Sarah and the rest of them had treated 
her. She used to talk to me about 
it, you know. She used to tell me, and 
I've no doubt it was the fact, that I was 
the only person in England that ever 
allowed her to mention her mother's name ; 
and she has assured me over and over again 
that as soon as she could take her own way 
she meant to go and live with her mother 
in a cottage, and make up to her for all 
the affronts she had received from her 
father's family. And she would have done 
it too, or tried to do it, I believe, if the 
mother had lived — have tied on an apron 
and milked the cow and turned the hay.' 

' Does she live in a cottage in Rome ?^ 
said Waring, smiling. 

^ Well, no,' said the Colonel, smiling too,, 
and rubbing his moustache, ^she can't 
deny good birth and education altogether y 
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in point of fact, you'll find her living in 
some old Roman palazzo. But she has 
left her grandmother, Lady Sarah Capel, 

« 

and chosen for her companion an old aunt 
of her mother's — a washerwoman origin- 
ally, I daresay — a little frowsy old Frau, 
for whom she professes a vehement affec- 
tion. And I hear she has the most extra- 
ordinary set of people round her ; she has 
some notion in her head, I believe, that 
classes ought to mix indiscriminately, and 
that she is in some way honouring her 
mother's memory by carrying out her idea. 
She used to talk to me after some such 
fashion, and I told her that when she ask- 
ed me to dinner I begged I might be the 
only guest, as I'd no mind to meet her 
hairdresser and shoemaker. She considers 
me prejudiced, but admits that at my 
time of life people may be allowed a few 
prejudices.' The Colonel laughed. ^If 
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that were all, however,' he went on, after 
a minute, ' it would be no great matter ; 
she'd outgrow her notions in time, like 
other people. But a girl like that, with a 
craze for ideas and heaps of money, will 
run her head into mischief as sure as my 
name's Tom Osgood. In fact, already — ' 
The Colonel broke off abruptly. ' Well, go 
and see her, will you. Waring, if you can 
find time. She'd be delighted, I know. 
I'd go myself, but I'm growing old and 
lazy, I suppose, and I like my club and my 
fireside.' 

' I wiU go, of course,' said Waring, ris- 
ing, and buttoning up his great-coat. ' I 
am extremely interested by all that 
you've been telling me. I expect to be 
in Rome in three days, and shall make 
Miss Capel's acquaintance as soon as 
possible.' 



13 



CHAPTER II. 



A CONFIDENCE. 



Wabing had the common experience of 
leaving a choking atmosphere of London 
fogs, gas flaring at mid-day, rooms cheered 
only by blazing fires ; and finding mild and 
radiant skies, golden sunsets, wide hori-» 
zons tinged by the delicate atmosphere to 
subtlest gradations of colouring. The ex- 
perience did not delight him the less that it 
was one familiar to him. On the contrary, 
such familiarity was an added charm ; he 
felt no imperative need to call up appro- 
priate emotions, no gulf of disparity 
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between himself and his surroundings 
such as haunt and depress the mind amid 
strange beauty. He and Rome knew and 
recognised each other by this time. He 
had lived there as a lad ; he had revisited 
it frequently since ; and though there had 
been an intermediate stage when, the 
pain and ecstacy of novelty and youthful 
illusions being passed, his own personality 
had insisted on asserting itself, when art 
and nature alike had resented the exorbi- 
tant claims he at first made upon them, 
by fading into an unmeaning blank; that 
phase also had gone by, and the blank 
had been filled by that sweet and friendly 
familiarity in which he found a calmer 
delight, accepting gratefully joys not too 
overwrought, softened by the mists of 
association his Italian days had woven for 
him by degrees. He accepted them 
gratefully, I say; and only sometimes, 
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when a poignant regret arose for those 
keener thrills of youthful inexperience 
that can never return, he called the grati- 
tude, resignation. 

It was not immediately on his arrival in 
Rome, however, that Waring could greet 
these old associations. He was, in fact, 
only now recovering from the effects of a 
fever that had prostrated him some two or 
three months previously. He had travelled 
straight through from London to Rome ; 
the rapid journey had overtired him, he 
found ; and going to his hotel near the 
Piazza di Spagna, he gave the first twenty- 
four hours to solitude and repose. On the 
third day social life claimed him, and he 
went out in the afternoon to make some 
calls. 

His way led him through the Via dell' 
Angelo Custode, and the address on his 
letter of introduction informing him that 
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it was in this street that Miss Capel was 
residing, he resolved to leave the letter and 
his card on Colonel Osgood's god-daughter 
as he passed. He found a large house, 
not without a certain stateliness, standing 
back in a spacious courtyard set round with 
orange-trees in pots, from which a stone 
staircase, decorated with statues placed in 
niches here and there, led up to the second- 
floor where Miss Capel occupied a fur- 
nished apartment. He rang, and waited. 
Miss Capel, apparently, kept no retinue of 
servants, for his ring, after an appreciable 
delay, brought at first only a pair of eyes 
to reconnoitre through a small square 
grating let into the door. 

Then the door itself slowly opened an inch 
or two, and awoman-servant looked out. 

' The signora is not at home,' she said, 
without waiting to be addressed. 

* Miss Capel is out,' said another voice 
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behind Waring ; ' she receives only on 
Thursday afternoons.' 

Waring turned. The words were Ital- 
ian, but spoken with a faltering German 
accent; the speaker was a pale, rather 
sullen-looking young girl of seventeen or 
eighteen, who, unnoticed, had followed 
him up the stairs. She was shabbily 
dressed in black, and carried a bundle on 
her arm ; she might have been — ^she pro- 
bably was — some httle milliner or dress- 
maker. As she moved forward to enter 
the door, she glanced at Waring, and her 
eyes opened wide with a somewhat startled 
expression as they fell on his face. She 
stood still whilst he gave his letter and 
card to the servant, her lips parting as 
though with the intention of addressing 
him again. But if so, her intention changed. 
As Waring turned away, she passed on 
through the door, which had opened 
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a trifle wider at her approach, and he 
heard it close behind her as he descended 
the stairs. 

His next visit took him to quite a dif- 
ferent part of the city, to a house in the open 
and sunny quarter of the Via Nazionale. 
Waring ascended flight after flight of a wide 
and airy stone staircase, and, inquiring if 
Madame de Presnel were at home, was 
ushered into a spacious apartment fur- 
nished with the luxury and comfort, which 
common to wealth in every European city, 
are modified only by the individual tastes 
and habits of the owner. 

Madame de Presnel, as everyone ac- 
knowledged, had perfect taste ; and a con- 
sent hardly less unanimous pronounced 
her to be a delightful woman. She was 
an Englishwoman by birth, married to a 
French baron, who, after many years of 
ill-health, had died in Rome some fifteen 
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montlis before. Madame de Presnel, who 
had few ties remaining elsewhere, continued 
to live in Rome. She had her apartment 
there ; she liked Roman society, and her 
only daughter was but lately married to a 
Roman prince ; all these reasons combined 
to keep her in a city which on her first 
arrival she had held to be in some respects 
but an indifferent exchange for Paris. She 
was Waring's oldest and most intimate 
friend. He had lost both his parents 
before he was ten years old, and Madame 
de Presnel's house at Paris in the mnter, 
in Normandy in the summer, and later on 
in Rome, had been the only home the boy 
knew. Though scarcely ten years older than 
himself, Madame de Presnel had received 
and cherished the lonely little fellow with a 
mother's care ; and during some childless 
years, after her own little son died in in- 
fancy, and before her daughter was born, 
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she had learned to look upon him almost 
as a son. Waring, on his side, had the 
warmest regard and affection for Madame 
de Presnel, and it was chiefly to see her 
that he revisited Rome after each of his 
longer journeys. Her house, indeed, ceased 
in time to be his home, both because he 
preferred to be independent, and because 
Madame de Presnel herself no longer urged 
it. In the last two or three years she had, 
in fact, welcomed him with perhaps a 
shade less enthusiasm on the occasion of 
his visits to Rome. She had been desper- 
ately afraid that he would fall in love mth 
her daughter Laure ; and, devoted though 
she was to Waring, he was not, for reasons 
acknowledged and unacknowledged, the 
man she desired for a son-in-law. Hon- 
estly, she felt convinced that he and her 
daughter would not suit each other in 
the least, and that such a marriage would 
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secure the happiness of neither ; moreover, 
she had ambitions for her daughter which 
Waring would have failed to satisfy* 
Wealth, a title, a foremost place in society- 
were what she had demanded and what she 
had gained by Laure's marriage with the 
only son of a great Roman house ; whilst 
Waring, who had never had the least idea 
of falling in love with Laure de Presnel, 
was a thousand miles from suspecting 
her mother's sentiments, and, in fact, had 
scarcely noticed that Madame de Presnel's 
invitations came for a time with somewhat 
less frequency than in earlier years. 

Now, however, he had returned to find 
Laure married ; she was out of the way, and 
there was nothing to interfere with the 
warmth of Madame de Presnel's welcome 
after a separation of more than eighteen 
months. She was seated at her writing- 
table w^hen Waring entered the room, but 
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threw down her pen at once as he was an-^ 
nounced, and came forward to meet him 
with outstretched hands. 

'Traitor,' she said, 'you have been in 
Rome for this week past, and this is the 
first day that it has occurred to you to 
come and see me.' 

' How did you know I was in Rome P*^ 
he answered. ' And I have been here not 
a week, but two days only.' 

'How does one know anything?' said 
Madame de Presnel, still holding his hands 
and looking at him. 'You have grown 
thin, Richard ; you wrote to me that you 
had been ill, and you are not yourself yet, 
I see. I shall have to take care of you. 
Sit down and tell me all about yourself 
since we parted eighteen months ago. 
For me — you know what those months has 
been to me, what grief they have brought 
me, and what joy.' 



A CONFIDENCE. 2^ 

Madame de Presnel seated herself by 
the fire as she spoke, and took up a hand- 
screen. She was a jolie-laide^ a tall and 
slender woman, with an ugly face full of 
vivacious expression, and an admirable 
figure. Though dressed with great sim- 
plicity in deep mourning, she had an air 
of extreme distinction, and that absolute 
ease and certainty of address which more 
than anything else betrays the habit of 
good society. She had been through a 
great deal of trouble, and had borne it 
with infinite courage and patience. It 
had left traces on her face, but none on 
the vivacity of her manner and conversa- 
tion, and her thick brown hair, which she 
wore uncovered by any cap, was not yet 
touched with grey. 

* I'm afraid you have thought me negli- 
gent,' said Waring. ' Naturally, I should 
have come to see you at once, but the fact 
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is, I was knocked up by the journey, and 
had to rest. I am not very strong yet, 
that is the truth, and I have done little 
else than sleep since I arrived in Rome. 
This, of course, is the first house I have 
been to — at least, no — ' stopping short and 
correcting himself, ' the first but one.' 

'At least, no — ^the first but one,' said 
Madame de Presnel, smiling; 'then there is 
actually some one in Rome more favoured 
than jour petite mamam. Let us hope at least 
that it was Laure. Come, Richard, confess.' 

'No, it was not Laure,' said Waring. 
' I don't know Laure's address, and I am 
not going to see her for a long time ; not 
till I have done talking to you. It was 
some one that I had never seen, and whom 
I have not seen yet, since I only left my 
card and a letter of introduction on my 
way here. Do you happen to know Miss 
Capel?' 
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* Do I know Miss Capel?' cried Madame 
de Presnel, * but I know her over and over 
again : first, because she is the grand- 
daughter of my very dear friend, Lady 
Sarah Capel ; and next because she herself 
is a dear, crazy child, for whom I cannot 
help having a certain affection, her follies 
notwithstanding ; and lastly, because no 
one in Rome has succeeded in getting so 
much talked about lately as Ottilie Capel.' 

' Why ?' said Waring. 

'Why? But you are going to make 
her acquaintance, are you not ? You have 
an introduction to her, you say ?' 

' I had a letter of introduction from her 
godfather. Colonel Osgood. I left it to- 
day.' 

'Ah, Colonel Osgood. I do not know 

him,' said Madame de Presnel, 'but I know 

him well by name. He was a great friend 

of Ottilie's father, Lewis Capel. I never 
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saw Lewis after his marriage ; he died 
quite young, as you may have heard. Ah I 
my friend, these deaths — what sad memor- 
ies life leaves us. I am sometimes tempted 
to think they are all that it does leave us.* 

Their talk drifted away to subjects of 
clgser and more intimate interest. Waring 
took up his hat at last. 

' Miss Capel is at home — has a reception 
or something of the sort — on Thursday 
afternoons, I understand,' he said. * Should 
I meet you there by any chance, if I went ?* 

'Me?' said Madame de Presnel, holding 
up her hands^ ' I go to one of Ottilie'& 
receptions? Nothing should induce me. 
Oh, these are democratic days, I know, 
but no one can compel one to meet one's 
dressmaker and one's bootmaker.' 

' Your dressmaker ?' said Waring. 

' Not my dressmaker — she is much too 
grand a lady to go to such receptions as 



A CONFIDENCE. 27 

those of Ottilie Capel ; but anyone's dress- 
maker. Oh ! you have no idea of the 
set of people that crazy child gets about 
her.' 

' If the friends of her own class desert 
her, however ' 

' It is not we who desert her, it is she 
who deserts us,' said Madame de Presnel. 
'She is always welcome here, if only for 
her grandmother's sake, and she knows it. 
I expect her, in fact, on Thursday evening, 
when Laure is coming and her husband. 
Come too, Richard. We shall be quite by 
ourselves. I do not entertain, of course, 
but Laure is constantly here, as you can 
understand, and I sometimes get Ottilie to 
come also. Arguing with her is of no use ; 
I have given it up. But I have some 
hopes of indirect influence, and just now I 
am really anxious about her, for I hear 
rumours of a complication ' 



28 MADAME DE PEESNEL. 

* Ah, there is a complication/ said War- 
ing, recalling Colonel Osgood's words. 

'Yes, so I am told ' Madame de 

Presnel broke off abruptly. Waring rose 
as if to go, but he made no movement 
towards the door. He stood leaning over 
the high back of the chair in which he had 
been seated. 

' Talking of complications,' he said, smil- 
ing a little and turning his hat in his 
hands, ' warns me that I have left unsaid 
one thing I especially came to say — I want 
your advice.' 

'That is a charming formula,' said 
Madame de Presnel, smiling, ' and we all 
know what it means, with you especially, 
Richard. It means that you have made 
up your mind to commit some folly, and 
that you want me to endorse it.' 

'No,' he said, 'not precisely — no. 
But I am in a position of some uncer- 
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tainty, and I should like your opinion, at 
least. I am thinking of marrying.' 

'Oh, this is serious,' said Madame de 
Presnel, changing countenance a little, 
' well, let me hear about it. Who is the 
lady?' 

' Her name is Elizabeth Stanley.' 

' That is at least a good name ' 

' Oh, don't be misled by names,' he said, 
' you are going at once to ask me, what 
Stanley. But there are Stanleys in every 
rank of life in England, you know, and 
this Miss Stanley belongs to no one you 
ever heard of She is the daughter of a 
man who was overseer, the head clerk 
— I hardly know what his exact posi- 
tion was — of a large mill in Norton 
Row.' 

* Good heavens, Richard,' cried Madame 
•de Presnel, struck with a sudden panic, 
*you are not already married ?' 
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' No, no/ he said, ' I am not mar- 
ried.' 

' Then sit down and tell me the worst 
at once,' said Madame de Presnel, ' if you 
are not actually married, some remedy 
may yet be found.' 

' Thanks, but it has not occurred to me 
to wish for a remedy,' he said, sitting 
down again as she desired, 'to set your 
mind at ease, however, I will at once tell 
you that I am nofc only not married, but 
that I am not yet even engaged.' 

'Well, tell me about it,' said Madame 
de Presnel, ' I have heard of a good many 
of your follies in the last twenty years, 
Richard; but I own there is no folly it 
would please me less to hear of than an 
entanglement with some one who is un- 
worthy of you.' 

' That you are not to think,' said War^ 
ing, with some warmth, ' the young lady 
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of whom I speak is in every way worthy of 

the highest consideration.' 

* Well, well, let me hear,' said Madame 
dePresnel, 'you are talking in enigmas, 
my dear. Where did you meet this young 
lady ? Are you in love with her. Why 
do you propose to marry her ?' 

There was a certain rigidity in Madame 
de Presnel's voice and manner as she 
spoke, but her eyes had filled with tears. 

'I will tell you the whole story,' said 
Waring, setting his hat on the ground 
beside him, and leaning back in his chair, 
^ I should have written to you about it, 
but, nothing being decided, I preferred to 
wait till I saw you. We met in America, 
in a little out-of-the way village, where 
her father, with whom she was travelling 
west, put me under an obligation which 
most unhappily it is out of my power ever 
to return. He nursed me through the 
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fever which was upon me when I reached 
this village, and which prevented my con- 
tinuing my journey. He caught the fever 
from me — and died. 

' His daughter was left almost destitute/ 
Waring continued, in a moment. * Stan- 
ley, who had originally been a factory 
hand at Norton Row, had raised himself, 
as I told you, to a position of trust in 
some big mill ; but the mill-owner failed 
a year or more ago, having carried on 
business long after he should, in common 
honesty, have given it up, and not only 
ruined himself, but a number of men along 
with him. I don't know the whole story^ 
but one day he disappeared, and Stanley, 
among others, found himself penniless. It 
was not only that he had lost his position, 
but that he had been involved in some way 
in the other s difficulties. He seems to have 
had a bad time after that, and to have 
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tried for one thing after another at Nor- 
ton Row without success. Finally he 
resolved to emigrate, and he was on his 
way to one of the western cities, where 
his talents — ^for he was an extremely clever 
and ingenious fellow — ^would no doubt 
soon have raised him to an excellent posi- 
tion, when he had the ill-luck to fall in 
with me.' 

'Where is his daughter now?' said 
Madame de Presnel, after a pause. 

' I left her in New York. She preferred 
staying there to returning to Norton Row. 
She is with an aunt, a Norton Row woman 
also, a widow in very poor circumstances. 
Miss Stanley determined for the present to 
hve and work with her.' 

'What is she like? Is she young? is 
she pretty ? what is her charm ?' 

' She is about four-and-twenty. She is 
small, and not exactly pretty. She has 
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brown eyes and light hair. In manner 
she is extremely quiet ; she has lived a 
good deal among Quakers, and, though I 
should judge that she has a certain natural 
vivacity of disposition, that, as you may 
suppose, hardly showed itself when I was 
with her ; she was in too much trouble. 
There is a charm about her that I Aould 
find it hard to define. It arises, I 
suppose, from a very fine character — a 
mixture of independence and self-reliance, 
with an apparently boundless power of 
confidence in those she loves.' 

' Is she in love with you ?' said Madame 
de Presnel. 'Forgive me, Richard,' she 
went on immediately, without waiting for 
an answer, 'my questions strike you as 
indiscreet, no doubt; but why do you 
propose to marry a woman for whom you 
do not care, and who does not, if I may 
judge from the way in which you speak 
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of her, care for you ? Is it her low birth 
that is the attraction ? Are you so bent 
on doing something unlike other people 
that you must ensure yourself a lifelong 
misery ?' 

Waring laughed. 

' No, no,' he said ; ' if I were thirsting 
for a character for eccentricity, I should 
set about getting it in some much simpler 
way. I need only wear a hat and coat, 
you know, of an unusual cut, to gain my 
end at once. My motives in proposing to 
marry Miss Stanley are not unmixed, pos- 
sibly; one's motives seldom are. As for 
birth and rank, such considerations weigh 
little with me, of themselves, as you are 
aware ; and, if you were to see Miss Stan- 
ley, you might understsind the matter 
better. We made acquaintance under 
exceptional circumstances. I was still 
very ill when her father died; his ill- 
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ness lasted a few days only. His death 
completely broke me down for the time, 
and I can never forget Miss Stanley's 
goodness to me in the midst of her own 
sorrow. I have in every way the greatest 
respect for her, the highest appreciation of 
her admirable qualities, and she knows it.' 

'You have proposed to her?' said Ma- 
dame de Presnel. 

' I have.' 

' And she has accepted you ?' 

' No — or, at least, only conditionally.' 

' Good heavens, Richard ' 

'Ah, well, let me explain,' he said, 'I 
perceive I am telling my story in the worst 
way possible, since it is producing an 
exactly opposite effect to what I desire. I 
want your sympathy — well, if not your 
sympathy,' in reply to a scarcely percept- 
ible movement of Madame de Presnel's 
shoulders, ' at least your good-will in the 
matter.' 
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^ Dear Richard,' said Madame de 
Presnel, ' you cannot expect me to feeljany 
very cordial sympathy in an affair that 
connects you with a young woman of a 
rank and education altogether different 
from your own, and one who has apparent- 
ly not even the grace to appreciate the 
distinction your regard confers upon her. 
Of course I understand the whole matter. 
In one of your Quixotic impulses — no, 
don't interrupt me — ^in one of your Quixotic 
impulses, I say, you wish to marry Miss 
Stanley out of gratitude to her father. 
But I had certainly dreamed of other 
things for you.' 

^ You are fond of calling me Quixotic, I 
know,' said Waring, smiling, ' I never feel 
particularly Quixotic ; I find life a prosaic 
affair, on the whole, where most of one's time 
goes in trying to get through one's business. 
As for dreams, they do excellently well when 
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one is young and has time to run after 
them : later on, one finds various things to 
content one in reality. Miss Stanley ha& 
been perfectly frank with me. She 
expressed her sense of my warm regard 
much more emphatically than the occasion 
deserved. But at the same time she waa 
good enough to explain to me exactly how 
matters stood with her. She was engaged 
to this manufacturer who subsequently 
brought her father's ruin. They were 
neighbours and had known each other 
from childhood, since his father had, it 
appears, raised himself like Stanley from 
poverty. Since the crash, however, she 
has seen and heard nothing of the man. 
That must be now nearly two years ago, 
but Miss Stanley seems to consider that 
absence and neglect ought to make no 
difference in her feelings towards him. 
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That he has shown himself very much of a 
scoundrel all round makes no difference 
at all, I need hardly say. In short, she 
considers herself so far bound to him, that 
she is content for the present to starve 
rather than give him up. The utmost 
I could obtain from her was, that if he had 

« 

not appeared by another year, she would 
reconsider my proposal.' 

' Obviously,' said Madame de Presnel, 
*the thing is to find the miUowner and 
make Miss Stanley happy in her own way. 
I wonder that should i;iot have occurred to 
you, Richard.' 

* Naturally, it has occurred to me,' he 
said, ' but, in the first place, I knew nothing 
of this story till I had proposed to Miss 
Stanley, and in the next, it might after 
all be a doubtful benefit to her to find a 
man who has behaved like a villain. That 
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she should never see him again would 
be the best thing that could happen, I 
should say.' 

Madame de Presnel looked at him fixed- 
ly for a moment. 

' I believe you are in love with her, after 
all,' she said. ' 

Waring grew rather red. 

' If,' he said, ' a very true admiration with 
thorough respect and confidence constitute 
being in love, I am. These seem to me 
at any rate no bad foundation for married 
life at my age. And it is a matter in which 
a certain amount of egotism may be allow- 
ed one, I suppose,' he went on, smiling. 
' I want to marry ; I am tired ' 

' Yon are tired ?' said Madame de 
Presnel. 

' Well, yes, I am tired,' he said, pushing 
his hair off^ his forehead ; ^ I don't mean of 
work, but of going about, of seeing places 
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and people and finding them all a good 
deal alike — I suppose, in short, I am 

growing old In any case,' he went 

on, ' my work has reached a stage which 
obliges me to give up travelling for the 
present and take to writing instead, and 
I have pictured to myself a douce vie de 
foyer after all my wanderings. It is a 
vision I have learned to cherish.' 

' And you don't believe in dreams any 
longer,' said Madame de Presnel, smiling. 
* Oh, you are not so old yet, my dear, 
nor so tired as you think yourself at this 
moment. Why do you catch fevers ?' 
She looked at him with solicitude. ' And 
where is this douce vie de foyer to be led ? 
In one of your Norton Row cottages, 
with Miss Stanley to sand the floor and 
fry the bacon? Well,' she went on, as 
Waring laughed and rose to go, ' the mat- 
ter is not nearly so desperate as I feared 
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when you began. In a year much may 
happen, and, after all, you are not 
bound.' 

' On the contrary, I am everything that 
is most bound,' he answered ; ' I should be 
sorry to think otherwise.' 

' Ah, well, I am going to find the mill-^ 
owner,' said Madame de Presnel, 'what 
is his name ?' 

' I do not know ; Miss Stanley would 
not tell me. In any case, it is of little 
consequence. Wherever the man may be, 
the chances are that he is living under a 
false name.' 

' WeU, I shall make it my business to 
find him out,' said Madame de Presnel. 
' No,' she went on, more gaily, as Waring 
attempted to speak, 'you have come to 
me for advice — my advice, as I foresaw, is 
not wanted in the least ; you have made 
up your mind already. But I feel at 
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liberty now to act on my side as I 
please/ 

' I can trust you/ said Waring, and 
Tvent away. 
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CHAPTER III. 



MISS capel's reception. 



In the course of the following day, Waring 
received a card from Miss Capel. ' Thurs- 
days from three to six,' was written on it ; 
and on Thursday afternoon he made his 
way again to her house in the Via dell' 
Angelo Custode. 

A few words concerning Waring's past 
life, explanatory of his present position, 
may not here be out of place. Madame 
de Presnel's house, as has been already 
said, was his home during his boyhood. 
His school-days were spent at Harrow, 
and thence, by the wish of his guardians 
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and with his own consent, he went to one 
of the German universities. There was at 
that time some idea of his entering the 
diplomatic service, but Waring, finding in 
timself neither the inclination nor the 
faculty for such a career, the idea was 
presentl}' abandoned. At one and twenty 
he left the university and went to Rome, 
where the Baron de Presnel had lately 
taken up his residence. The baron was 
a savant^ a man of great learning and of 
great cultivation. An Orleanist both by 
ties of personal friendship and political 
conviction, he had withdrawn altogether 
from public life after the coup-d'^tat of 
1851, finding consolation in scientific pur- 
suits, which gradually became the absorb- 
ing interest of his life. At Rome his house 
was a meeting-place for men of science and 
letters alike, Madame de Presnel by her 
vivacity and intelligence, her natural dis- 
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tinction, her ready sympathy and tact, 
admirably filling her position as mistress 
of a salon. In this society Waring found 
a place that suited him, though not a 
brilliant one. At one and twenty he was 
a silent youth, with a charming courtesy 
of manner ; a courtesy a little blushing 
and hesitating, perhaps, but not the less 
winning for that, springing as it did from 
a natural modesty and deference to others. 
He was of a disposition reserved indeed 
rather than effusive, always more occupied 
in absorbing impressions than in commu- 
nicating them. Everything in Rome de- 
lighted him ; the ruins, the Campagna, 
artists, balls, lonely rides, carnival masks, 
nothing came amiss to the immense and 
ardent thirst with which he confronted 
life in those early days. He would be 
everything in turn, writer, musician, anti- 
quarian, man of science; every day Ma- 
dame de Presnel had to listen to some new 
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scheme. ' How beautiful life is I' he would 
sometimes say to himself, riding home- 
wards alone with slackened rein, across 
the Campagna in the dying sunset, beneath 
the awakening stars. 

But a catastrophe was destined to mar 
these opening years of his career. Dur- 
ing his second winter in Rome, he fell 
deeply and passionately in love with a 
young married Englishwoman ; a passion 
that brought them both to the brink 
of an abyss, and to the reality of a 
domestic tragedy. The husband, many 
years older than his wife, showed himself 
wise and forbearing. Waring fled from 
Rome, and when he awoke to a full sense 
of the ruin he had so nearly brought into 
a number of lives, the horror and remorse 
which such a consciousness must needs 
arouse in a fresh and ingenuous mind, 
combined with his hopeless and despairing 
passion to change his own life hencefor- 
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ward. He left Italy and returned only a 
twelvemonth later, when he heard from 
Madame de Presnel — ^who throughout the 
affair behaved with a friendliness, a sym- 
pathy, and wise judgment which won 
Waring's lasting gratitude — that the breach 
he had made between husband and wife 
was completely healed, and that they had 
gone to live in England. Waring was 
gradually recovering from that early 
shock when all his first anguish was re- 
vived by the news of the death, under sad 
circumstances, of the woman he had loved. 
This time he left not Italy only, but 
Europe. For three years he travelled 
incessantly ; at five-and-twenty he re- 
turned a changed man. Passion and grief 
had alike worn themselves out, as it was 
natural they should do ; but his youth had 
vanished with them. Even in welcoming 
him back, Madame de Presnel had to 
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mourn the loss of the ardent and enthusi- 
astic young man who left Rome three 
years before. 

There is, however, a constant quality in 
every human character that survives all 
external changes, all modifications by cir- 
cumstances. A man of generous enthusi- 
asms may become less ardent and more 
practical, his judgment may mature pain- 
fully, he may learn to supplement impulse 
by thought ; but he will hardly cease to be 
generous, nor up to a certain point, enthu- 
siastic, except in those rare cases when the 
nature is embittered by some cruel disen- 
chantment that poisons the very sources of 
action. No such evil fate had befallen 
Waring. Madame de Presnel was in the 
habit of saying that he had in him a vein 
of Quixotism. The saying was hardly 
correct ; as a rule, he was extremely 
practical. What Madame de Presnel really 
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meant was, that his mind, rapidly con- 
ceiving and maturing a scheme, he had 
the habit of accomplishing it with the 
fewest possible words. Madame de Pres- 
nel was more in his confidence than 
anyone else, but his first act after he 
attained his majority took even her by 
surprise. It was only at five-and- twenty 
that he came into fuU possession of his 
fortune and of an estate in the neighbour- 
hood of the great manufacturing town of 
Norton Row. It was an estate that had 
been bought by his grandfather, a retired 
Indian officer, and it had been in the 
family hardly fifty years. The property was 
not a large one, consisting only of a hand* 
some house of the Georgian era, a home 
farm, gardens, and an extensive park. It 
had great beauty of situation ; but in the 
fifty years that had elapsed since General 
Waring bought it, Norton Row, spreading 



MISS cafel's reception. 51 

on every side, had crept up to its very 
gates in rows of squalid, ill-built cottages, 
falling into damp decay almost before they 
were inhabited. Waring, on taking pos- 
session of his house, found this miserable 
and crowded quarter lying just beyond 
his doors, and studied it with results that 
drew from Madame de Presnel, six months 
later, the following letter : — 

^ Dear Richard,' she wrote, ' we think of 
spending the summer in England, and I 
was about to write and ask if you would 
receive us as your guests for a little while 
— Laure has had some new frocks made 
on purpose; you know she adores new 
frocks — ^when a rumour reached us that 
you are about to pull your house down, 
nay, that it is half pulled down already. 
Is it true ? And why do you pull down 
your house ? I stayed there once in your 
father's time, and, though not picturesque, 
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it struck me as charming in its comfort 
and its surroundings.' 

To this Waring wrote the following 
reply : — 

* My dear Madame de Presnel, 

^ Your letter has made me 
quite unhappy. What greater pleasure^ 
what pleasure so great could I possibly 
have as to receive you as a guest in my own 
house? And now the house exists no 
longer. It is a ruin, and not even a pic- 
turesque ruin that it would be worth your 
while to come and visit. As to why I pull 
it down, I have so many good reasons — 
with one regret only, that I cannot now 
ask you to stay in it — that I could hardly 
find leisure for them all in the very short 
letter I have time to write to-day. I feel 
disposed rather to ask in return, why 
should I not pull it down ? I have never 
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lived there ; I have no associations with it, 
and I don't want to settle down in Eng- 
land. I am sorry for the park, for I am 
illogical enough to take seriously to heart 
the loss of one more spot of trees and grass 
in these days of brick and mortar. But I 
am bent on solving a problem I can solve . 
only on my own land, namely, whether 
damp walls and leaking roofs and evil 
smells are evils inseparable from workmen's 
cottages. Some day I hope to be able to 
tell you. 

' I shall run up to town to see you while 
you are there. So tell Laure not to wear 
out all her new frocks. 

* Ever yours, 

' R. W.' 



In reply, Madame de Presnel wrote 
three lines : 

'You have still, I see, the enthusiasm 
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of youth, dear Richard, and the common^ 
sense of age has nothing to say to that, I 
know. For the rest, I resign myself, since 
nothing else is to be done, and console 
myself with the reflection that we shall 
see more of you in Rome, when you have 
. no big house standing empty and waiting^ 
for you in England.' 

Waring built his cottages, and, at a 
considerable pecuniary loss to himself, 
solved his problem to his satisfaction ; 
then, making certain dispositions as to the 
property that need not concern us here, 

ft 

he joined a scientific expedition to the 
Philippine Islands. At the end of eighteen 
months he returned, but only to start off 
again ; and, though from time to time he 
re-visited England and Rome for a few 
weeks, the greater part of his life during- 
the next ten years was spent in travelling. 
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During these years his character gained 
solidity; his mind, distracted during his 
early youth by the immense claims that 
modern civilisation make upon an educat- 
ed man, rapidly took the bent that was to 
decide his future life. His travels had 
been almost aimless at first, an instinctive 
flight from a desperate situation ; it was 
not the least of Madame de Presnel's many 
claims upon his gratitude that, at a time 
when he was incapable of coming to any 
definite resolution concerning his own 
future, she prompted her husband to in- 
duce him to undertake certain scientific 
researches in which the baron was interest- 
ed. Waring continued to pursue these with 
enthusiasm on his own account. His name 
by degrees became known. At thirty life 
was fuU of interest to him, and as fixed in 
its tenor as that of a man without home 
or family ties to claim him can be. Only 
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latterly, the especial scientific work on 
which he was engaged having reached a 
stage in which the results could be given 
to the world, that douce vie de foyer ^ that 
hearth and home, of which he had spoken 
to Madame de Presnel, which could have 
no attractions for him in the heat and 
passion of travel and research, began to 
present itself as a thing not impossible, 
even desirable. For with the advance of 
middle age, the natural desire of every 
man to foimd a family, to have household 
gods of his own, had begun to make itself 
felt ; his travelling days were, as he had 
affirmed, over for the present. 

Waring, who had heard so much of 
Miss Capel, had heard little of her per- 
sonal appearance ; he concluded therefore 
that she was not beautiful. Indulging in 
such vague imaginations as visit one 
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before meeting some person known by re- 
port only, he supposed she might not im- 
possibly be of the Nihilist type of heroine 
familiar to us all of late years, a boy- 
ish-looking young woman with fine eyes 
probably, and short hair, an expression 
animated to audacity, a costume at once 
plain and singular; a young woman, in 
short, prepared to confront the world with 
unshrinking mien, and a frank defiance in 
words and manner of the conventionalities 
of society. Some such type had more 
than once come within his experience in 
the course of his travels, and these details 
presented themselves to him with some- 
thing of the force of certainty as he enter- 
ed the courtyard of Miss Capel's house 
about five o'clock on Thursday afternoon. 

At the foot of the staircase hq encoun- 
tered an old Roman acquaintance, Van 
Bruggen by name, a man of about fifty, 
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short, stout, and bearded, a Dutchman by 
birth, and a painter. He had not seen 
Waring before, and welcomed his return 
with the nod of comradeship. 

' You here again ?' he said, in excellent 
English, ' and here of all places T 

' Where ?' said Richard, ' at Miss Capel's ? 
Why should I not be at Miss Capel's? 
You are going there yourself, are you not?* 

* I ? Oh, that is a different matter, my 
good fellow. I am of the society, you 
know; I am a Bohemian, and live in a 
garret, more or less. But you, my dear 
feUow, with your Pall Mall ooat, what have 
you to do in the haunts of the millions ?' 

^ I don't understand,' said Waring ; ' do 
you mean that I ought to have put on a 
costume for the occasion, a blouse, for in- 
stance, or an old coat buttoned up to the 
chin ? If so, you don't act up to your 
own precepts. Van Bruggen.' 
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4? Oh, I always put on ray best coat 
when I call on Miss Capel,' said the artist, 
' I respect her too much to do otherwise ; 
but then I have a background of old 
coats to fall back upon, and that gives me 
a good conscience. Now, the case is differ- 
ent with you.' 

They had been mounting the stairs as 

they talked, and had reached the second 

floor. The inhospitable grated door stood 

open to-day, and the two men passed down 

a passage, through an ante-room, into a long 

drawing-room, furnished with tables and 

cabinets and old-fashioned chairs and sofas 

of yellow brocade, somewhat the worse for 

wear. Three windows lighted this room: two 

looked out into the street ; the third framed 

a wide space of blue Roman sky, flushed 

now with sunset light, spreading above a 

wide space of gardens and red-tiled roofs, 

with here and there a cypress and an ilex 
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rising among trellised vines and lines of 
clothes fluttering on house terraces against 
the blue. Within, the room was bright- 
ened by blazing olive branches piled on 
the dogs of a large open fireplace, and a 
further touch of comfort was. given to the 
scene by a square tea-table set near the 
sunset window and spread, as for a cheerful 
meal, with a white cloth and silver tea 
and coffee services, with piled-up plates of 
cake and biscuits and bread and butter; 
behind the table a little shrivelled old 
woman in a black lace cap tied with lilac 
ribbons, and a stiff black silk gown, pre- 
sided over the cups and saucers and saw 
to the distribution of the cakes. With his 
first glance Waring took in most of these 
details ; but the next minute his eyes 
sought the fireplace, where Miss Capel was 
standing to receive her guests. 

Waring looked at her, and the picture 
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he had conjured up faded. What he saw 
was a young girl, rather above the middle 
height, of slender yet rounded figure, with 
a fair face and candid eyes. Her brown 
hair was drawn off her forehead, and the 
long plaits, wound round and round behind 
her head, were secured by a silver dart, 
after the peasant fashion in some parts of 
Germany. It was a fashion that admirably 
suited the delicate rounding and fresh 
bloom of her cheek, the ingenuous can- 
dour of her brow, the perfect purity of 
feature and colouring. That pervading 
expression of candour made her look 
younger than her real age, but it implied 
no want of intellect or strength of char- 
acter. On the contrary, she had a glance 
of singular brightness and decision ; her 
rather dark eyebrows contracted slightly 
when her face was at rest, her upper lip 
closed firmly on the lower one, as though 
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in resolute repression of an ardent and 
sensitive temper. If, as something in the 
type of her face suggested, she resembled 
her peasant-mother, it was a resemblance 

refined and elevated, it might be presumed, 
by education and thought, and by the in- 
herited traditions of many generations of 
gentle birth and breeding. She wore a 
close-fitting dress of dark grey velvet, its 
sombre tint relieved by narrow lace ruffles, 
and by a heavy silver necklace of antique 
workmanship. She shook hands with Van 
Bruggen, and turned at once to greet 
Waring, as his friend introduced him by 
name. 

^My godfather wrote to me that you 
were coming to Rome,' she said ; 4t is a 
great pleasure to me to see any of his 
friends. You left him well, I hope.' 

' I left him very well,' said Waring ; ' he 
feels the cold and the fogs a little, but 
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not enough to induce him to leave England 
at this time of year.' 

* 1^0, he likes his club and his fireside 
too well,' said Miss Capel, siniling. * I do 
not wonder at that. Do you spend the 
spring in Rome, Mr. Waring?' 

He was about to answer, but at that 
moment her attention was claimed by some 
new-comer, and he fell into the back- 
ground. Miss Capel's voice had the de- 
lightful quality of extreme freshness ; she 
spoke rather rapidly, but with a refinement 
of accent that gave a peculiar distinctness 
to her utterance, and a certain individual 
charm even to the current phrases of so- 
ciety. Waring stood watching her with a 
great deal of interest and curiosity as she 
greeted one person after another. Her 
manner was frank, natural, and fuU of a 
delicate, considerate courtesy ; yet with a 
sort of anxiety in it, as though not alto- 
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gether used to entertaining so many 
guests, she felt somewhat overweighted 
by a youthful sense of responsibility. It 
betrayed itself chiefly in an untiring effort 
to avoid anything mechanical in her words 
and welcome, in an animated desire to set 
everyone at ease. Whilst maintaining her 
standing position by the fire, the stream 
of arrivals rendering it simpler for her to 
do so, she drew forward chairs, she adjust- 
ed footstools and cushions, conversing the 
while in English or German, as the occa- 
sion demanded. She spoke either lan- 
guage, indeed, with equal facility and 
purity, only a slight South-German accent 
in the latter tongue recalling her mountain 
origin and home. 

* What; do you think of Miss Capel ?' 
said the artist close at Waring's elbow. 

Waring paused and took off his glasses 
before answering. 
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*I think she is very young,' he said 
then, with a smile. 

^Ah — well, come and I will introduce 
you to Tante Lena.' 

'Who is Tante Lena?' said Waring. 

' Tante Lena is that little old lady whom 
you see there in the corner pouring out 
cups of tea and coffee. She is Miss Capel's 
aunt — or great-aunt, I should say, to be 
exact. You talk German like a native, I 
know. Come, and I will introduce you.' 

' Presently,' said Waring, without moving. 
He stood looking round the room for 
a minute with the friendly, observant gaze 
habitual with him. The room was well 
filled by this time ; the hum of conversa- 
tion, dominated by the Teutonic guttural, 
was incessant. It needed but a" glance, 
indeed, to see that a large proportion of 
the guests were German, and Germans of 
the dowdiest, nay, of the shabbiest descrip- 
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tion. Women predominated, as was natural, 
They sat about in groups, clothed in curi- 
ous costumes, little knitted shawls about 
their shoulders, wide crochet-collars, hats 
well tied-down under their chin. Well 
supplied with cakes and coffee, most of 
them knitting, all of them gossipping, 
there was a certain content and cheeriness 
in their air that contrasted favourably 
with the dejected silence of the English- 
women, who seemed to hold aloof in depths 
of shabby woe, shivering, as it were, in 
scanty garments of thin black silk and 
rusty merino, as they gazed before them in 
vague melancholy over their teacups. Pro- 
sperous vulgarity had apparently no place 
in Miss Capel's drawing-room ; gay-colour- 
ed raiment, cheap finery, beads and frip- 
pery were hardly to be seen in the sad- 
hued assembly. There were few men pre- 
sent ; most of them wore ill-cut coats, some 
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of them had hungry eyes ; but here also 
the obtrusively vulgar element was alto- 
gether absent. They talked less than 
the women, and hovered round the tea- 
table, furtively swallowing cakes, or stood 
apart in corners of the room. It would 
have been difficult to determine their 
exact position in society. Poor artists, 
they might be, or even artisans ; their 
meagre personality afforded little clue to 
their occupation. 

' A queer set of people, isn't it T said 
Van Bruggen. ' One wonders where Miss 
Capel finds them all. She picks them up 
a little everywhere, I suppose. She would 
tell you it is their class she belongs to, and 
their society that she wishes to cultivate. 
She is a democrat, don't you see ; and very 
much like it she looks, does she not ?' 

Waring looked at Miss Capel. ' I haven't 
an idea,' he said, ' of how a democrat ought 

f2 
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to look. Aren't we all democrats in these 
days ? Only most of us draw a line, and 
Miss Capel does not apparently ; and I 
feel disposed to honour her consistency.' 

He looked again at the young girl. No, 
nothing could be more dissimilar than her- 
self and the people round her ; yet some- 
thing there was in her, nevertheless, that 
seemed to interpret the scene, and reconcile 
its inharmonious elements. The stream of 
arrivals had ceased. She had left her place 
by the fireside, and was at that moment 
engaged in talking to a stout old German 
lady seated in an arm-chair, Avith a pair of 
broad-toed stuif shoes planted on a footstool 
before her. Miss Capel was talking, or rather 
listening to her, with a genuine deference, 
an air of charming and simple cordiality 
that recognised absolutely no diiference 
between them but that of youth and age, 
of hostess and guest. Presently she rose^ 
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and crossing the room towards the tea- 
table, paused a moment on her way, and 
stood glancing round with her bright eyes, 
as though to see who claimed her atten- 
tion, who demanded her care. Her glance 
met Waring's, and she came up to him. 

^ Let me get you a cup of tea, Mr. 
Waring,' she said, in her fresh voice, ' and 
I want you to tell me about my god- 
father. You are an old friend of his, I 
know, and it is nearly a year since I saw 
him. Is he at all aged ? Does he retain 
his vigorous habits? He used to be in 
the park every morning at eight o'clock 
for his ride.' 

'I find no change in him at all,' said 
Waring ; ^ but though he is an old friend 
of mine, I regret to say that I see very 
little of him. I spend hardly three weeks 
in London in the course of the year.' 

^You do not like London; neither 
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do I,' said the young girl, with vivacity^ 

* I like London very much,' said Richard, 
smiling, ' but of late years I have travelled 
a great deal, and seldom stay for more 
than a few weeks at a time in England. 
But I come often to Rome ; it is a place 
I am very much at home in.' 

' You have been here a great deal, you 
know it very well, do you not?' said Miss 
Capel, ^ and of course you have many 
friends here.' 

' A good many,' he answered ; ' and you,, 
I believe, know at least one friend of mine, 
Madame de Presnel ' 

' Ah, Madame de Presnel — yes,' said Miss^ 
Capel ; ^ she is my grandmother's friend 
rather than mine. But for my grand- 
mother's sake she is willing to be kind to 
me, I know, and I sometimes go to her 
house.* 

She smiled a little as she spoke. It 
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was evident that she had perfectly- 
grasped the situation, and was under no 
delusion as to Madame de Presnel's atti- 
tude towards her ; apparently, too, it 
caused her some amusement. Waring^ 
however, naturally made no comment. 

* Madame de Presnel is my oldest friend,^ 
he said. 'When I was a lad I used to 
spend all my holidays at her house ; I had 
no other home. You can't think how 
grateful a forlorn little fellow feels under 
such circumstances to anyone who is kind 
to him, and Madame de Presnel was more 
than kind. She took the greatest care of 
me, even after I had arrived at that tire- 
some age when a boy throws off jackets 

and thinks himself a man because he has 

got a coat.' 
Waring had talked on, but chiefly to 

avoid the appearance of closing his speech 

too abruptly; for before he reached the 
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end of his sentence he perceived that he 
no longer held Miss Capel's attention. 
She had not moved; her face had not 
swerved a line ; not the quivering of an 
eyelash, even, betrayed that she no longer 
marked his words. But nevertheless he 
perceived that her spirit had gone from 
him, and as he finished speaking he fell 
back a step, and turned away as though 
to release her. 

When he looked round again, he saw 
that she had gone forward, and was receiv- 
ing a newly-arrived visitor. She did not 
shake hands, possibly because her right 
hand was occupied with a cup of tea that 
had been brought to her ; but the very want 
of ceremony, the absence of emphasis in 
her greeting, implied a degree of familiarity 
with the new-comer that induced Waring 
to look away from Miss Capel, and con- 
sider the guest whom she thus favoured. 
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It was a tall, slightly-built man of about 
seven or eight-and-twenty. A mass of 
black hair, brushed back from his fore- 
head, gave a picturesque effect to his 
head; his eyebrows, black as his hair, 
projected slightly over brilliant eyes ; his 
complexion was pale, and he wore neither 
beard nor moustache to hide the lower part 
of his face. His features, though irregu- 
lar, were not unpleasantly so ; only at a 
second glance they gave a disagreeable 
impression of being at once unrefined and 
effeminate, and the impression was one 
quickly lost again in the extreme mobility 
of expression that characterised his coun- 
tenance. His hands, like his feet, were 
large, and looked the larger for a pair of 
ill-fitting gloves which he seemed to wear 
with a certain ostentation ; otherwise his 
dress was plain, even rough, but without 
pretension of any kind. He began to 
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talk the moment he had greeted Miss- 
Capel, standing by the fire, his hat in his^ 
hand, his arm resting on the high mantel- 
piece, with the air of a man who has but 
a limited time at his command, and feela 
himself justified therefore in monopolising 
the attention of his hostess. He spoke 
with energy, though in low tones ; never 
raising his voice, a sort of passionate 
eagerness yet seemed to pervade him as he 
talked. Miss Capel, still standing, absent- 
ly stirring her tea, said little in answer. 
A pause had come in her duties as hostess ; 
she could give for the moment all her at- 
tention to the new-comer, and she gave it. 
Who could the man be, whose appear- 
ance no less than the special attention he 
seemed able to claim from Miss Capel, 
singled him out from everyone else in the 
room? Waring turned to question his 
friend Van Bruggen; but the artist had 
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disappeared, and by his movement Waring 
nearly knocked over a cup of tea which 
the old Tvoman known as Tante Lena had 
risen from her place to oiffer him, and waa 
holding close to his elbow. He apologised 
as he took the cup from her hand. 

It is no matter,' she answered, in a 
melancholy voice, with an accent of stern- 
ness in it. She sat down again as she 
spoke. Her chair was pushed back, out of 
the way of the chattering groups of people ; 
beyond her duties at the tea-table, she seem- 
ed to take no part in what was going on, 
but sat aloof with her knitting, speaking 
little and never smiling. She had an ugly 
and withered brown face ; the type was 
ordinary, but the expression was fuU of 
character, and her black eyes, glancing 
up, met Waring's with a mingled severity 
and defiance that impelled him to explain 
his presence there. 
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^ Allow me to introduce myself,' he said, 
in his friendly voice, ' my name is Richard 
Waring : my friend Colonel Osgood was 
kind enough to give me an introduction 
to your niece.' 

' Ah, yes, some of her English friends,' 
was all the reply the old woman made. 
She took up her knitting again, and closed 
her lips as if in determined silence ; but 
her face softened a little as a girl leaned 
forward over her shoulder and spoke a few 
words in a low voice. 

'Tante Lena,' she said, ' Miss Capel was 
glad to see this gentleman.' 

Waring looked at the speaker ; it was 
the same pale young girl who had accosted 
him on the occasion of his first visit to 
Miss Capel's house.' She spoke in German 
to-day, and with a fluency that proved 
it to be her native tongue. She wore a 
little black hat, a black gown and cape 
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somewhat the worse for wear, and black 
thread gloves worn white at the finger- 
tips, but neatly mended. Her voice was 
quiet, her manner simple ; neither by birth 
nor by education was she a lady, that was 
evident, but she was stiU further removed 
from anything like vulgarity. Her eyes 
meeting Waring's, she moved from her 
stooping position behind Tante Lena's 
chair and offered him a plate of cakes^ 
As she did so, her eyes sought his again ; 
a franker expression came into her rather 
sullen face, and she opened her lips as if 
to speak ; but apparently the courage 
failed her, for she turned once more to 
the old woman. 

'Tante Lena,' she said again, 'MissCapel 
was glad when she got this gentleman's 
card ; she said that he came from her old- 
est friend. And you were glad also to 
see him come in this afternoon,' she went 
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on, as Tante Lena did not immediately 
reply. 

* Lotte,' said the old woman, not raising 
her eyes, ' you chatter too much. I never 
said I was glad ; I've never yet been glad 
to see people till I know something of 
what they're worth ; and a good coat hides 
a bad heart as well as a ragged one.' 

' Yes,' said the girl, stooping down again, 
and speaking rapidly, in somewhat lower 
tones, close to the old woman's ear. ' But 
you know, Tante Lena, that, when you 
told the cards the other night, we saw that 
a stranger was coming to Rome — ^fair, like 
this gentleman, not like Mr. Howell. And 
last night the cards fell always the same. 
And when I told you just now that this 
was the same gentleman that I saw the 
other day, you were glad because we 
thought it must have come true.' 

' Ah ! the cards ' muttered the old wo- 
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mail, sighing heavily. ^ I think sometimes 
they are bewitched, like everything else in 
this luckless place. I can make nothing 
of them most of the time. But you are 
right, Lotte, you are right ' 

She raised her piercing little black eyes, 
and fixed* them for a moment on Waring 
in silence. 

' My niece is very dear to me,' she said 
then, addressing him without further pre- 
face ; ' her mother, my sister's daughter, 
was like my own child. Will you come 
again, gracious sir, and see an old woman 
whom you can perhaps help ?' 

Waring looked at her puzzled. She spoke 

German with a strong provincial accent, the 

peasant accent of the mountain districts 

of South Germany, and for a moment he 

thought he might have misunderstood her 

words. 
* I shall be very happy to come again/ 
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he answered, ' I hope often to have the 
pleasure of seemg you and Miss Capel 
while I am in Rome.' 

' That is not what I mean/ said the old 
woman ; ' my niece has her own ways and 
her own visitors ; they are not always my 
visitors nor my ways, and I lead a lonely 
life. But I am in trouble, and, if you are 
what I take you to be, you can perhaps 
help me. But I cannot talk to you now. 
Will you come and see me to-morrow 
evening at eight o'clock? We shall not 
be interrupted then.' Her keen eyes grew 
dimmer, her hands shook with a slight ner- 
vous tremor. ' Can you come ?' she said. 

Waring looked at her again, genuinely 
astonished for the moment. There had 
been no possibility of misunderstanding 
her words this time. Certainly he was 
astonished — such an appeal from an old 
woman whom he had never seen before 
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could not but be surprising. On the other 
hand, he had the equanimity and indiffer- 
ence that come with a varied experience 
of life, and a good and friendly spirit that 
made little distinction between obeying 
the whim of an old and homely woman 
and the caprice of a lovely young one. 
He replied without hesitation. 

' I have an engagement to-morrow even- 
ing,' he said, ^but if I find that I can 
manage it, I will come, certainly, at the 
hour you name. It will give me pleasure 
if I can be of any use to you. Now, I 
believe, I must wish you good afternoon.' 

He crossed the room to speak to Miss 
Capel. The day was drawing to a close ; 
the gathering dusk, which gave a new 
value to the ruddy wood flames, threw a 
picturesque shade on the more discordant 
elements of the scene, and seemed to lend 
it an added cheerfulness and animation. 
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The buzz of conversation was subsiding, 
however; it was growing late, and Miss 
' Capel's visitors were going away. She was 
still talking, though with a divided atten- 
tion now, to her latest guest ; but he too, 
was in the act of bidding her farewell, 
speaking some last words in an undertone, 
as Waring came up. 

' That would be very noble of you,' Miss 
Capel answered, audibly. 

Her eyes rested for a moment on the 
tall stranger as he left the room. Becom- 
ing conscious then of Waring's presence, 
she turned to him. 

^ I have been able to see but little of 
yon this afternoon, Mr. Waring,' she said, 
as he wished her good-bye, ' but we meet 
again this evening at Madame de Presnel's, 
do we not ? We shall have more leisure 
for conversation then, perhaps ' 

Waring, as he walked away from the 
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liouse, said to himself that he had seldom 
spent a queerer hour than that which had 
just elapsed. It presented, indeed, no par- 
ticular difficulties to his understanding; and 
Miss Capel's intention, so far as he divined 
it, commanded both his sympathy and 
respect. He, too, had lived in Utopias 
more than once — had even, as we know, 
done what little he could towards realizing 
one ; and yet he smiled as he thought of 
the young girl, as one might smile at a 
child who should think to turn the course 
of a river by digging an inch-deep ditch 
in the sand. 
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CHAPTER lY. 



A MINUET OF HAYDN's. 



Waring arrived early that evening at 
Madame de PresneVs house. He found 
her alone, seated in her deep mourning at 
her fireside with an Italian newspaper in 
her hand, which she laid aside on his 
entrance. 

'^The papers — especially the Italian 
papers — ^get more stupid every day,' she 
said. 'Everything is a seccatura — the 
ministerial crises, Italia Irredenta, the new 
tramways, everything. Tell me something 
amusing, Richard — ah, you were at Ottilia 
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Capel's reception this afternoon. How did 
you find it ? What did you think of it ? 
Now tell me exactly.' 

' What do you want to know exactly ?' 
said Waring, seating himself—^ my thoughts 
on Miss Capel's reception ? I think more 
friends in her own rank of life might have 
been there.' 

' My dear Richard,' said Madame de 
Presnel, * that is not the fault of Miss 
CJapel's friends, but of Miss Capel herself. 
If she insists on associating with people 
that no one in society would speak to, 
what can she expect ? Now tell me frank- 
ly, whom did you meet there ? Was there 
anyone you could talk to ?' 

* In the first place, I met Van Bruggen, 
the painter.' 

*Van Bruggen — ah, I remember,' said 
Madame de Presnel, smiling a little ; * he 
was a friend of yours in old times, Richard, 
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but I never see him in these days. And 
who else ? Come, be frank.' 

' I see no reason for not being frank,' he 
answered. ' T saw a great many people 
whom I did not know, as would be the 
case in any other salon in Rome. I did 
not speak to any of them except to Miss 
Capel's aunt, who seemed to me rather a 
remarkable old woman, and a young girl 
who was with her.' 

'A milliner, was she not?' 

' I have no idea what she is, but she 
may be a milliner.' 

' Ah, but I know,' said Madame de Pres- 
nel ; ' oh, Ottilie is inimitable, quite inim- 
itable. That is a prot^g^e of hers — Ottilie 
is charming for goodness in that way — a 
little German nurse-maid that she picked 
up out of the hospital where she had been 
left by some brutal English family, and 
whom she has turned into a milliner — ^and 
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her best friend. Dear Richard, could you 
name to me any other young girl of Miss 
Capel's rank and position, who would 
habitually invite her milliner to her after- 
noon receptions.' 

* Probably not,' said Waring ; ' Miss 
Capel, I should say, is inimitable and ad- 
mirable. Her manners and her judgment 
in entertaining her guests seemed to me 
alike perfect.' 

' Oh !' said Madame de Presnel, glancing 
at him over the top of her fan. 

' What I don't understand,' Waring con- 
tinued, without noticing the interruption, 
* is that Miss Capel's friends, in what we 
should call her own rank of life, should 
abandon her to an enthusiasm which may 
not impossibly end in annoyance for her.' 

' If Ottilie meets with any annoyance, it 
is entirely her own fault,' said Madame de 
Presnel, with some vivacity ; 4f a young 
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girl persists in surrounding herself with a 
set of people without manners or princi- 
ples in our sense of the word, she must 
expect to be annoyed.' 

' But I don't mean that at all,' said 
Waring, ' not at all. Miss Capel seems to 
me a person to command the utmost 
respect and courtesy in whatever society 
she may happen to find herself. It is not 
that I mean.' 

* Then what do you mean ?' said Ma- 
dame de Presnel, smiling ; ' come, Richard, 
don't let us quarrel for the first time in 
our life over Ottilie Capel, who for the rest 
is a charming child, for whom I have a 
sincere affection. It is only that the 
comic side of her conduct appeals to me as 
forcibly as its strangeness. Who else 
would do such things ? Can you imagine 
Laure entertaining a room-full of dress- 
makers and tailors ?' 
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'No, I certainly cannot,' said Waring, 
smiling. 

The question and answer were empha- 
sised by the opening of the door at that 
moment, and the entrance of Prince Luigi 

S and his wife. Donna Laura had 

been a beauty and the fashion as Laure de 
Presnel, and was now the most admired 
young woman in Rome. She was dressed 
for an evening reception, to which she 
was going later on, and the mourning she 
stiU wore for her father enhanced the 
dazzlinff fairness and bloom of her com- 
plexion and the grace of her slender 
figur.e. Waring looked at her admiringly 
and critically. He had known Laure ever 
since she was in baby shoes and socks, and 
was intimately acquainted with her airs 
and graces, her pouts and whims, her 
vanities and childish caprices. Madame 
de Presnel's fears notwithstanding, Laure 
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had never had power to touch his hearty 
hardly his imagination even, for a mo- 
ment. He knew her thoroughly, and, for 
one who knew Laure de Presnel at ally 
• ' there was no scope left for imagination : 
the transparency of her character, which 
constituted her chief moral charm, sug- 
gested no depths whatever beneath. Her 
mother, with her ugly face, her vivacious 
expression and distinguished air, had al- 
ways had, and always would have, twice 
her amount of influence and power of 
attraction. Laure was as well acquaint- 
ed with her own charms as the instruc- 
tions of her mirror and other people's eyes 
could make her; but want of wit, or her 
mother's careful training, or genuine sim- 
plicity of character had saved her from 
being a coquette. She was frankly de- 
voted to the cult of her own beauty, but 
she was too well-bred to have the air of 
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dwelling upon it in society. ' Why do you 
think so much about being pretty, Laure ?' 
some one had said to her one day, when 
she was still in the school-room. ' I have 
nothing else to think about,' she answered, 
promptly and simply ; and the answer 
nearly represented the truth. 

Madame de Presnel, finding the schemes 
of education in which a clever woman 
with a clever husband naturally indulged, 
wholly thrown away upon her daughter, 
devoted herself as Laure grew up, to find- 
ing her a suitable husband. If she were 
to some extent disappointed in her only 
child, she never owned it to others, not 
even to her husband ; and it would have 
been hard indeed for a mother not to be 
proud of a lovely young creature developing 
new beauties and new graces every day, 
simple-hearted and affectionate, too, with 
all her whims. Madame de Presnel had 
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never found her plain face stand in the 
way of her success in life, but it would 
have made her miserable to have an ugly 
daughter. Only in discussing Laure's 
marriage with her husband, did she allow 
some of her misgivings to appear. 

' Dear Fran9ois, Laure would tire out a 
clever man in a month,' she said, ' and a 
poor man would tire her out in less. I 
want her to marry into an old family ; 
that is my weakness, you know; and for 
her own sake she must have wealth. All 
that sounds very worldly, I know, but 
Laure was not born to be a nun, and I 
for one, cannot alter her nature. I cg^n 
only aspire to make her as good and happy 
as may be, in her own way.' 

In Prince Luigi Madame de Presnel 
found a husband for her daughter who 
suited her as well as possible. He was 
young, handsome, of an ancient family, 
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the only son of very rich parents. He 
had not a great intellect and not very 
much education ; but he was perfectly 
good-tempered, extremely in love with 
Laure, confronting the world too with a 
certain solidity that inspired sufficient 
respect for his character and confidence in 
his future. Madame de Presnel was on 
excellent terms with her son-in-law ; she 
understood to perfection the art of letting 
alone, and never dreamed of making un- 
due claims upon her daughter. As for 
Laure, she adapted herself to her new 
position with' the most admirable grace in 
the world. The etiquette proper to a 
Roman woman of rank, the somewhat 
jealous solicitude of her husband, did not 
afiect her spirits in the least. There was 
a certain espiegUrie about her, but nothing 
whatever unruly. So long as Luigi was 
devoted to her, and she was looked upon 
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as the loveliest young woman in Rome, she 
cared for little else. 

She greeted Waring now with friendly 
warmth. Donna Laura was nothing if 
not fashionable, but she was not incapable 
of remembering an old friend. 

'I must introduce my husband to you,' 
she said, presenting the handsome young 
Roman at her side. He looked charmed 
with Waring, charmed with himself, charm- 
ed with everyone ; he had, in short, the 
air of youthful content with everything in 
the world, with his beautiful wife above all, 
proper to a newly-married man of three or 
four-and-twenty. 

' Marrons-glac^s !' cried donna Laura, 
running up to a table on which a big 
bonbonniere stood open. 'Mamma, how 
sweet of you. Did you get them for me ? 
Was it you ? Or was it — ' she turned to 
Waring. 
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' Yes, it was I,' said Waring, ' I re- 
membered your tastes, Laure.' 

* How good of you,' she said, ' I shall 
eat them all the evening. That is one ad- 
vantage in being married. Mamma never 
would let me eat sweet things, for fear of 
spoiling my teeth, but Luigi never minds 
what I eat ; do you, Luigi ? He gives me 
heaps of bonbons.' 

The prince smiled and smoothed his 
black moustache. ' Don't spoil your teeth, 
Laure,' he said. 

' I never could,' she cried, * it was only a 
nightmare of mamma's. Mamma, why are 
you alone ? Where is Ottilie Capel ? I 
thought you told me she was to be here 
this evening.' 

' Certainly she promised to come,' said 
Madame de Presnel, ' I am expecting her 
every minute ; and there she probably is,' 
as a bell sounded. 
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* Oh !' said Laure, eating the mg,rrons 
glacis, ' I thought perhaps she was giving 
a dinner-party to her shoemaker and 
candlestick-maker, and therefore could 
not come. You know Ottilie Capel, 
Richard ?' 

' I have just had the pleasure of making 
her acquaintance,' he said. ' So you see she 
knows some one besides her tradespeople.' 

' Oh, you mean ydu ?' said Laure, open- 
ing her eyes, ^ oh, for that matter, she 
knows us. But we are not her predilection, 
the elite of her soul, the ' 

But at that moment the door opened and 
Miss Capel came in. 

She entered quietly, without smile or 
flutter, greeting Madame de Presnel with 
the slight and charming air of deference 
which is never more fitting and graceful 
than when shown by a young girl to an 
older woman. She was dressed in white, 
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with a bunch of white and blue violets at 
her throat above the antique silver neck- 
lace ; and the change of costume made her 
look even younger than before, especially 
as the sense of responsibility, that in her 
character of hostess had shghtly weighed 
upon her in the afternoon, was lifted now. 
Her manner was simple and without con- 
straint; she greeted one and another of 
those present almost silently, with something 
of the air of seriousness that a child brings 
into the details of Kfe. Madame de Presnel, 
who was always perfect to her guests, 
received her with friendly cordiality. 

' It is charming of you to come to us 
this evening,' she said, 'but you know 
how more than welcome you always are, 
my dear. I heard from your grandmother 
to-day ; I will tell you about the letter 
presently. For one moment I will ask you 
to excuse me, for I must absolutely write 

VOL. I. H 
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a note which ought to have been sent this 
afternoon to si poor old lady — tu sais, 
Laure ? — that old music-mistress of yours. 
I am ashamed to say I forgot it till this 
moment. Here are some photographs, 
Ottilie, that have just been done of Laure. 
I want your opinion on them.' 

She went to her writing-table, and a sort 
of pause feU on the others. It was a circle 
at once too large and too small, too 
intimate and not sufficiently so, for im- 
mediate conversation to be easy. Ottilie, 
taking the photographs, began to look at 
them by the light of the centre lamp; 
whilst Laure, who had retired to a sofa, 
sat half reclined among the cushions, con- 
templating the point of her jet-embroided 
slipper, and now and then raising languid 
fingers to take a marron glace from the 
box her husband held over her shoulder. 

' I am thinking — 'she said presently, with 
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an air of reflection, and paused. No one 
at once spofce ; only Madame de Presnel 
turned her head for an instant, but imme- 
diately resumed her writing ; the scratch- 
ing of her pen was audible in the quiet 
room in a moment. 

' I am thinking,' said Laure again, 
'whether I shall wear black or white to- 
morrow evening at the Marchesa's concert.' 

The prince smiled and smoothed his 
moustache, but made no answer. 

' Because,' Laure continued, after a 
pause, ' I think that I ought to wear black.' 

'You ought to wear black?' said the 
prince, vaguely. 

'Yes, I think so Well,' she went 

on, in a moment, 'why don't you speak, 
caro mio? Why don't you give me an 
opinion ? Why don't you ask why I ought 
to wear black ?' 

' Because I find you more beautiful than 

h2 
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before in whatever you put on,' said the 
prince, seriously; ^so that I can never 
determine whether I prefer to see you in 
black or in white.' 

* Ah, there you are wrong,' said Laure,, 
with animation. ' White suits me infinite^ 
ly better than black, and that is why I 
have an idea, a scruple — ^perhaps I ought 
to wear black at the Marchesa's. You 
understand?' 

* Not the least in the world,' replied the 
prince, placidly. 

'Ah — well, you are extremely stupid^ 
Luigi, and of no use to me at all. Richard 
understands, I am sure. Don't you under- 
stand, Richard ?' she said, turning and 
addressing Waring, who was standing with 
his back to the fire. He laughed, and 
shook his head. 

' Your ideas of duty are as strong as 
ever, I see, Laure,' he answered, 'and as 
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inscrutable. But, if I were you, I should 
certainly wear white.' 

He moved away, and taking up a scien- 
tific review that lay on a little table beside 
Madame de Presnel's chair, began to turn 
it over. It contained a paper by the late 
Baron de Presnel, on the subject that had 
engrossed Waring's own attention for some 
years past ; and glancing now up and down 
the pages, he found in each, some word, 
some expression to recal the genial and 
accomplished gentleman, whose presence 
had always informed these rooms with 
something of its own charm. Though never 
standing in the same intimate relation to- 
wards Waring as Madame de Presnel, he 
had always been his steady and loyal friend ; 
and the memory awakened by the familiar 
style touched Waring keenly here, where 
the host's familiar welcome would always 
now be wanting. With what subtlety the 
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baron would have defended his opinions j 
with what lucidity and precision he 
would have argued out the points on 

which he and Waring differed With 

a sigh, Richard closed the review, and 
shook off his melancholy reverie. He 
looked across the room, and his mood 
changed as his eyes fell where Miss Capel 
stood at the centre table, bending forward 
a little to examine the photographs by the 
light of the lamp. It was long since he had 
met anyone who interested him more than 
the young girl whose acquaintance he had 
made that afternoon. Just then, she laid 
the photographs down, and straightening 
her slender figure, stood erect, her head 
raised and turned a little towards him^ 
her fingers resting lightly on the table. 
It was a movement and attitude full of 
character, 'What is there for me now 
to do?' her bright glance seemed to say 
as it passed from one to another. 
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Madame de Presnel, who had finished 
her letter, noticed the pause and silence 
that had fallen on her company. 

' Is it conceivable/ she said, coming 
forward to ring the bell, and smiling, 
'that five intelligent beings can be so 
stupid as we all appear to be at this 
moment. Kichard, it is of no use, I 
know, to ask you to be entertaining. 
Your thoughts are apt to be just a 
thousand miles away from any spot you 
may happen to be in.' 

' No, no, not on this occasion,' he said. 
' They are very present, I assure you.' 

' Only we are not admitted into your con- 
fidence Well, let us have some music. 

Ottilie, sing for us, will you not ? Only, 
none of your German Volkslieder, I en- 
treat of you, iny dear. German, if you will 
— but something of Mozart, or Beethoven, 
or Schumann.' 
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' Dear Madame de Presnel, if you care 
enough for my bad singing to listen to it, 
I will sing anything you like/ said Ottilie, 
moving towards the piano as she spoke. 

* Let it be a song of Mozart's, then. I 
am old-fashioned enough to love him 
beyond almost any other composer.' 

Miss Capel sang as desired. She had 
not much voice ; and though she sang 
intelligelitly, as one who has been well- 
taught, it was in the style of a pupil, not 
in that of a musician. When she had fin- 
ished the song, she did not at once rise 
from the piano, but with her fingers still 
resting on the keys, turned round smiling 

ft 

to Madame de Presnel. 

' I wish you had not mentioned the 
Volkslieder,' she said; 'I feel an almost 
irresistible desire to sing one.* 

*No. no,' cried Madame de Presnel, 
running up to her and taking her hands 
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off the piano, ^ that I absolutely forbid. It 
is not that I do not appreciate a German 
Volkslied-^ I am not deaf, thank heaven, 
that I should not recognize and admire 
charming music wien I hear it. But when 
you sing them, Ottilie — to be frank, my 
dear, you seem to sing with a meaning, an 
intention that brings into my mind sug- 
gestions that are anything rather than the 
poetic-pastoral ones which German Volks- 
lieder are supposed to inspire. I see a . 
world of frowsy Germans, of dowdy women, 
of pipe-smoking men ' 

Madame de Presnel paused, and, still 
holding Ottilie's hands, raised them and 
kissed the finger-tips of either, as though 
in apology. 

' Forgive me, my dear,' she said, gaily ; 
*I would not hurt your feelings for the 
world, but only on condition that you do 
not hurt mine. Laure, come and play us 
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a minuet of Haydn^s ; let us get into an 
atmosphere that has some grace, some 
stateliness, some courtliness to perfume it 
still in these horrible democratic days.' 

Without waiting for her daughter, Ma- 
dame de Presnel herself sat down to the 
piano as Ottilie rose, and played a minuet 
with infinite grace and spirit. She kept 
her eyes fixed on Miss Capel, who was 
now standing by the fire, and who wa& 
not slow to reply to the silent challenge. 

* Dear Madame de Presnel,' she said, 
'you make me wish I had brought my 
zither.' 

'Ah, do you play the zither?' said 
Waring, turning to her. 

' It is my one musical accomplishment,* 
she answered. ' I don't care about singing ; 
I think no one should sing who has not a 
better voice than I have. But my father 
taught me to play the zither when I waa 
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quite a child, and I have never given it 
up. But I do not play it here/ she went 
on, smiling; 'no music suits the zither 
but simple melodies such as landler and 
Volkslieder, and those, as you have heard^ 
Madame de Presnel does not like.' 

Waring glanced at Madame de Presnel, 
who had left the piano, and gone up to 
the sofa to speak to her daughter ; then 
turning again to Miss Capel, he looked at 
her with a smile expressing an interest so 
friendly that the young girl who was 
looking down, seemed to feel its influence, 
and raised her eyes to his face. ' Why do 
you smile ?' her eyes seemed to ask, though 
no words passed her lips. 

• Will you not sit down ?' said Richard, 
moving a chair forward. ' I want you, if 
you will,' he went on, placing himself at 
her side, ' to tell me something of your 
life here, and of how you like Rome. 
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Your godfather, Colonel Osgood, wished 
me to express a great deal of interest on 
his behalf in the matter.' 

'My godfather — ' said Miss Capel, hesi- 
tating. She glanced at Waring, and 
seemed to gather confidence, then hesita- 
ted again. ^Let us speak of something 
else,' she said at last, quickly, *my life 
here is very quiet and not very interesting 
to talk about. Have you been much in 
Germany, Mr. Waring? You spoke just 
now as if you liked the zither, and one 
rarely hears it played in England.' 

' I spent three years in a German uni- 
versity,' he answered, ' and have seen a 
good deal of different parts of the country 
besides. Yes, I like the zither for itself, 
and through association. Some day I 
shall ask you to play to me.' 

*I suppose I like it through association 
also,' said Ottilie ' you know perhaps that 
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I am German as well as English by birth, 
and German is my native tongue. I spoke 
it before I spoke English. What part 
of Germany do you know best, Mr. 
Waring?' 

He began to talk to her about his 
student days, and some student wander- 
ings of his through the German land. 
She listened and replied with growing 
animation, saying little herself in reply, 
but betraying now and then an enthusi- 
asm, instantly repressed, which seemed to 
spring from some passionate and deep- 
rooted sentiment. Something intense and 
passionate, indeed, lay apparently in her 
nature, kept forcibly under by self- 
control, aided by a refined and natural 
reticence. 

Madame de Presnel presently came and 
stood behind her chair. 

^ Ah/ she said, after listening for a mo- 
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ment, 'here is Richard launched on his 
student days, on which he can always 
be eloquent. There are certain achieve- 
ments of his youth which outweigh I 
believe, in his estimation, all that he has 
accomplished since/ 

' Well, what should make one eloquent,' 
said Waring, rising, ' if not the memory of 
one's young days? One doesn't talk 
when one is young, one lives. The talk- 
ing comes later.* 

' Oh, Richard can always talk when he 
is on the subject of Germany,' said Laure, 
heedlessly, 'I believe he left his student 
heart among the sausage-eaters and the 
little Gretchens, and has never found it 
again.' 

She seated herself at the piano as she 
spoke, and began to strike some random 
chords. Madame de Presnel turned quickly 
to Ottilie, who had risen rather hastily at 
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Laure's last words, and laid her hand with 
a charming movement of kindliness on the 
girl's shoulder. 

^My dear, you need not surely go 
yet,' she said, * it is quite early still. 
Laure, if you are going to play, let 
me entreat you to play something con- 
secutive. You know my dislike to 
fragments and half bars; they irritate 
my nerves beyond anything I know.' 

Madame de Presnel's tone betrayed to 
Waring, who knew her tones well, not 
a little annoyance at her daughter's heed- 
less speech. Laure played a final chord 
and rose. 

* But I am not going to play, mamma,' 
she said, 4t is time for us to say good- 
night. Mamma, if we all go to Normandy 
next summer, we shall stay in Paris on our 
way, of course.' 

'To Normandy, my dear child? But 
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there is no idea of such a thing at 
present/ 

' Oh, my uncle de Presnel is sure to ask 
us,' said Laure, ' and I should like to go, 
and so would Luigi ; and you must come 
of course, mamma. Luigi has not an 
idea what Normandy is like, and I know 
he will hate it when he gets there ; but he 
is most anxious to go all the same, are you 
not, Luigi?' 

' Yes, it is probable your uncle will ask 
us,' said Madame de Presnel, repressing a 
sigh, ' but I feel less sure of the pleasure 
of going, so far as I am concerned. And 
we shall stay in Paris on our way ? Cer- 
tainly — and you can buy some new dresses, 
Laure, for that is what you are thinking 
of, I suppose. Yes, that can be arranged 
to perfection.' 

' But that was not what I meant,' said 
Laure, ' I was not thinking of new dresses 
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at all — I don't think I mean to get my 
dresses from Paris any more, mamma. I 
heard of a poor woman here the other 
day, who is setting up as a dressmaker, 
and it would be a charity to employ her. 
Won't you employ her too?' she added, 
turning to Ottilie. 

Madame de Presnel spread out her hands. 

' My dear Laure,' she said, smiling, * if I 
ever see you in a charity-made dress, I 
will give you — yes, I will give you the 
most perfect costume that the genius of 
Paris can produce.' 

' I don't know why you should say that, 
mamma,' said Laure, pouting a little. * I 
think I am as charitable as most people. 
Luigi, don't you think I am ?' 

* You are too charitable,' he answered, 
promptly ; * you give too much money to 
the beggars.' 

* Not to all of them,' she answered, in- 

voi- 1. I 
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genuously, ' only to those I like best. But 
about Paris, I meant — I forget what I 
meant.' She stood reflecting a moment, 
with her finger on her chin. ' Ah well, it 
is no matter,' she said. She crossed the 
room, gathering up her long train with 
her right hand, and presented her lovely 
cheek to her mother to be kissed, holding 
out her other hand at the same time to 
Ottilie. 'Good-night, mamma,' she said; 
^ the carriage has been here this half-hour ; 
we must go.' 

Ottilie turned to Madame de Presnel. 

^ I must wish you good night also,' she 
said ; ' it has been very pleasant coming 
here, but I promised my aunt not to be 
late. And if you really care for the zither,' 
she went on, turning to Waring, ' it will 
give me a great deal of pleasure to play 
to you some day.' 

She left the room. Donna Laura and 
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her husband followed her immediately. 
The evening was at an end. Waring also 
prepared to go. 

' By-the-by,' he said to Madame de Pres- 
nel, * can you tell me anything of a rather 
remarkable-looking man — I don't know his 
name — whom I met this afternoon at Miss 
Capel's?' 

^Ah, precisely,' said Madame de Presnel 
— ' I was going to ask you. He was there, 
was he? But he is constantly there — a 
tall, striking-looking man, with something 
of the air of a brigand about him.' 

'We mean the same man, I imagine,' 
said Waring. 

'Well, my dear Richard, who he is, is 
exactly what nobody knows. His name 
is Howell. Some say he is a foreign con- 
spirator — I don't know why, since he speaks 
English perfectly well, I believe ; some 
that he is a man of fortune, who has ruined 

i2 
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himself in socialist schemes — oh, there are 
twenty stories about him of one kind or 
another. Ostensibly he is here, I am told,, 
with some wild scheme for getting up a 
company to drain the Campagna. I believe 
him myself to be simply an adventurer^ 
with designs on Miss Capel's fortune, which 
he is much more likely to carry out than 
he is to drain the Campagna.' 

^ You think so ?' said Waring. 

^ Oh, I am not singular in thinking so,^ 
said Madame de Presnel ; ^ and this, you 
understand, is the complication of which I 
spoke.' 

When Waring returned to his hotel that 
night, he sat down to finish a scientific 
paper he had promised to the editor of a 
leading monthly periodical. It was mid- 
night before the last words were written, 
and the packet sealed and directed, but 
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Waring felt no immediate inclination to 
sleep. He sat still for a while, following 
out in thought some train of speculation 
suggested by the article he had just written ; 
but presently, rousing himself, he lighted 
a cigar, and going to the window, opened 
it and leaned out. The night was mild 
and starless, the city was silent, faint puffs 
of wind touched his face and hair ; there 
was a sound of running and splashing 
water from some fountain not far off. 
Waring stood smoking and enjoying that 
strange and brief silence of a great sleep- 
ing city ; his thoughts wandered from one 
scene to another ; he made no attempt 
to fix them. Gradually the events and 
personages of the day rose again before 
him, standing out in strong yet half-unreal 
relief against the dark background of the 
night ; Miss Capel's candid eyes, the mot- 
ley groups in her drawing-room, the stern 
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old peasant woman, Howell, with his com- 
manding presence and picturesque head. 
It was on Howell that his mind fastened 
itself at last. Something in the appear- 
ance of the man himself awakened in him 
sentiments of sympathy and antagonism 
alike, and the relation in which he stood 
to Miss Capel occupied his interest and 
curiosity. What was the complication 
that could connect this man of apparently 
unknown antecedents with that fresh and 
enthusiastic young girl ? How young she 
was ! it was her fresh youthfulness that 
had impressed him most of all ; her bright 
glance, her alert bearing, her rash attitude 
towards life and the world of which she 
knew so little. 

The clocks were striking two before^ 
having finished his cigar, he closed and 
left the window. As he crossed the room 
his eye fell upon a photograph lying on 
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the table among his papers and letters. 
It was the vignetted head of a young 
woman, neither plain nor beantiful, with 
an oval face, dropped eyelids, and a tran- 
quil expression, to which two or three 
unruly curls that had strayed on to her 
forehead from her carefully smoothed and 
braided hair, gave a touch of demureness. 
Below was written, in a curiously small 
and neat handwriting; *From Elizabeth 
Stanley to her friend, R. W.' 

Waring took it up and contemplated it 
for a minute, 

' What will be, will be,' he said to him- 
self at last, and lajdng it down again, he 
went to bed. 
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CHAPTER V. 



UN SjfiVERE SAPIN.' 



Waeing, who had a faithful memory for 
appointments, found himself about eight 
o'clock the following evening at Miss Capel's 
door. His ring was answered almost im- 
mediately by the sad-eyed young German 
girl; she received him in silence, and 
swinging a three-beaked lamp in her hand, 
preceded him along the corridor, past the 
door leading into the salon where he had 
been entertained the previous day, down a 
passage to another door which she opened, 
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standing aside to allow him to enter what 
seemed to be a large apartment. It had an 
overheated atmosphere, and was dark except 
for the red glimmer of a stove in one corner; 
but the girl, following him, set down her 
lamp on a table, and proceeded to light 
two candles; an illumination which ena- 
bled Waring to gain a clearer idea of the 
room into which he had been introduced. 

Its aspect struck him strangely. It had 
the lofty ceiling with painted arabesques, 
the high-set window, the red-tiled floor of 
an old Italian palace. These features 
were ineradicable; but in all else it had 
been transformed into as close a likeness 
as was possible to a German peasant stube. 
The large, square . stove occupied one 
comer; round three walls ran a wooden 
bench, the fourth was lined by a long 
dark wooden press. A large crucifix, 
carved in black wood, stood out in strong 
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relief against the pale-tinted wall ; a Black 
Forest clock ticked beside it ; below hung 
two or three small photographic like- 
nesses, in common gilt frames. In one 
corner lay a distaff, and a large old- 
fashioned arm-chair, cushioned with red^ 
faced the stove. Some wooden chairs and 
a heavy wooden table completed the furni- 
ture, the latter strewn with a pack of 
well-worn picture-cards, lighted by the two 
tapers set in brass candlesticks. Coloured 
curtains draped the window, but they were 
undrawn ; and between them, as a back- 
ground to the strange incongruous interior^ 
a black cypress spire could be seen, 
darkly defined against the dark and shin- 
ing spaces of the starlit, Roman sky. 

Waring had time to note these details, 
for Lotte and her lamp had disappeared. 
He was beginning even to look at his 
watch with a certain impatience, in view 
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of the engagement that he had later on, 
before the door opened again and the 
girl returned, followed by Tante Lena. 
The old woman had exchanged her stiff 
black silk and lace cap for ordinary peas- 
ant garb ; a black handkerchief tied over 
her head, a blue homespun skirt, a loose 
dark-stuff jacket, and heavy hose and shoes* 
It was a costume that in its decent 
homeliness and simplicity suited her in- 
finitely better than the one she had worn 
the day before, giving her a dignity that 
had been wanting when her dress was 
out of harmony with her features and 
bearing. She met Waring with a simple 
greeting. ' Good evening, sir ; be seated^ 
pray,' was all she said; and, herself sit- 
ting down in the arm-chair, she leaned 
back wearily, with half-closed eyes. The 
vivacity with which she had regarded 
and addressed him the previous day 
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had vanished this evening. Some pro- 
found discourageraent seemed to possess 
her, and gave an added pathos to her 
withered face, pathetic already with the 
deep furrows worn by age and toil. A 
few grey hairs escaping from under her 
folded headgear, strayed upon her wrinkled 
forehead, and added to the impression of 
a lonely sadness. Her stern features were 
relaxed ; she sat as though sunk in a sort 
of lethargy. It was Waring who finally 
broke a silence that was becoming irk- 
sonie. 

'This room,' he said, looking up and 
round him, ' reminds me of Germany. I 
have often been hospitably entertained and 
have spent the night in a room furnished 

like this.' 

« 

The old woman sat up on being 
addressed, and shook her head slowly 
from side to side; her folded hands, 
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which lay in her lap, trembled a little. 

* Ottilie is a good child/ she said. * She 
has done what she could, but it makes 
little difference. I want a low ceiling 
over my head, and a wooden floor under 
my feet. I never see the end of this 
room; it strikes cold to my heart, like 
all this strange country. Lotte here talks 
to me about the sunshine. But it's the 
snow that keeps one warm in winter, 
when it lies thick on the roof and on 
the window-sill outside, and the stove ia 
crackling and the soup is heating over the 
fire within. All that is better than sun- 
shine. That is what warms old hearts.' 

*Tante Lena misses Germany,' said 
Lotte, in a low voice. 

The old woman looked sharply round 

4 

at the girL 

'I'm not complaining,' she said. 'I 
came here of my own free wlQ, and I 
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stay of my own free will ; but a heart 
has a will of its own. Mine has remained 
in my own village; and it is not a few 
chairs and tables that will bring one's 
own country and people about one, though 
they are better than nothing, and Ottilie 
is a good child.' 

She sank back in the arm-chair again, 
sighing wearily, and there was a moment's 
silence. All at once, she sat up, straight- 
ening herself with energy, as though de- 
termined to shake off the lethargy that 
oppressed her. 

*You are English, sir, are you not?' 
she said, addressing Waring. 'Yes, I 
know you are; but you speak German 
well, not as we talk it in our parts, but 

as I have heard it talked by those who 

« 

come from a distance. How is it you 
talk it so well?' 

'That is easily explained,' said Richard. 
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He had taken one of the wooden chairs, 
and was seated facing the old woman, 
his arms resting on the back of the chair. 
'When I was young, I spent some years 
in Germany,' he said ; ' and when one is 
young, one learns readily, you know. It 
was as easy to me at last to talk German 
as English.' 

' Yes, that is true.' said the old peasant ; 
^ what one learns when one is young one 
learns easily, and one never forgets. Why 
do you travel so much ? I know a great 
deal about England. There are good 
people there and bad ones, as there are 
with us, and the people are Christians too, 
though there are some would tell you they 
are not. But I know a great deal about 
them. Why do you leave your own 
country ? Do you not care about it ?' 

' The world is large,' said Waring, smil- 
ing, ' and there are many things in it that 
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I want to see and to know about. That 
is why I travel.' 

' Yes, yes,' said the old woman, nodding 
her head, ' I know the English gentlemen 
are so. And with ns too things are chang- 
ing. There's many a one goes to America 
now, and perhaps he comes back ; but, if 
he does, it's often as if he'd become another 
man and had got another soul inside him, 
so that country and home and parents 
have become strange words to him, and 
he's only in haste to be gone again. 
There's many a one like that; but I'll 
never believe that God's blessing is on 
them, for it's like a beast in the woods or 
a heathen to care no more for the house 
you were bom in and the earth that nour- 
ished you, than for any other house or 
land in the world. And God gives each 
man his own land and his own family and 
his own class and his own station, and 
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they may be good or they may be bad ; 
but it's God that's ordered it, and it's 
going against His will to change what He's 
ordered.' 

The old woman's voice had grown shriller 
as she spoke. She sat upright, a hand 
resting on either arm of the chair, her 
stern face set, her eyes brightening with 
excitement. But in a moment she went 
on, more quietly. 

' With the English gentlemen it is differ- 
ent, I know,' she said, ' to them one spot of 
earth is like another ; but it is against na- 
ture, and there's no blessing on it. There was 
one of them who came and settled in our 
village and tried to become one of us ; but 
he only grew unhappy away from his own 
people, and at last he fell ill and died. 
Did you ever know him, sir? It's my 
Ottilie's father that I am speaking of.' 

VOL. I. K 
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' I know him by name only,' answered 
Waring. ' I never saw him.' 

' We all loved him,' said the old peasant, 
' for he was both good and handsome, and 
had a kind heart. But I was always 
against my niece Beata marrying him, and 
I was right, for little good has come of it. 
Beata is dead, and her husband was dead 
long before, and I am an old woman in a 
strange land, where I feel as if I were 
dead too, for my thoughts go all astray, 
and there's nothing to bring them back 
again. I think sometimes that if I could 
hear a cow-bell, or see one of our lads go 
past the window, a load would be taken 
from my head and heart ; but now it's as 
if I were laid alone in the grave with 
neither house-roof nor tree to shelter me, 
nor any sound that I ever heard before to 
show me that I'm alive.' 

She leaned back in her chair, letting 
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her hands fall with a gesture of profound 
despondency. Waring looked at her 
kindly. 

'I know/ he said, 'there is nothing 
harder than to feel oneself astray in a 
strange land; it is an experience I have 
had myself more than once. But in the 
spring everyone leaves Rome, and then 
you will go back to your own country, will 
you not?' 

' Gracious sir,' said the old woman, 
sitting up, and straightening herself again, 
'where my niece, Ottilie, goes, I go also, 
so long as I am a help and no hindrance 
to her. It is my doing, not hers, that 
we are here. As soon as she was in- 
dependent, and could do as she liked, she 
came straight off to me. I am alone in 
the world since Beata, Ottilie's mother, 
died; for my husband died long ago, 
and my only son is away in America, 

k2 
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where neither he nor those he was with 
have come to any good. So Ottilie came 
to me, and, on the evening of that same 
day she arrived, we went to look at her 
father's and mother's grave ; and when 
we came home, she said to me, "Tante 
Lena, I have come back to live with you 
always. These are my people, and this 
is my home; I want to be one of you." 
She had said the same thing to me often 
before, but I had never heeded it, since, 
until she was twenty-one, she had na 
power to do one thing or another; and 
I always thought she would change her 
mind, above all now that her mother wa& 
dead, and be glad to stay in England. 

' But now I said to her, " You are very 
rich, Ottilie; what will you do with all 
your money up here in this little vil- 
lage ?" And she answered, '' I have a great 
many plans, but I do not want to settle 
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about anything yet ; I want to live here 
at home just as you do." And I said, 
" You have many grand friends and rela- 
tions, and are used to their ways, which 
are quite different from ours; how will 
you live without them ?" And she smiled 
a little, and said, " That will not be hard, 
Tante Lena, for there's not one of them 
that I love like you ; and not one of them 
knew or loved my mother. I like best to 
be with you." 

^Then I said, "But there are many 
other things, Ottilie. There are your 
books, and your music, and pictures, and 
concerts, and theatres." I know all about 
these things, gracious sir ; for Ottilie's 
mother was wise, though she was only 
peasant-born, and she used to make her 
child talk to her and write to her of 
all the things she was seeing, and learn- 
ing, and doing, and used to get books, 



134 MADAME DK PBESNEL. 

too, to read about them ; for she used 
to say, "A mother ought to live in the 
life of her child." So I know about them, 
too. And when I said that to Ottilie, 
she was silent for a little while, but at 
last she answered, 

' " I often got tired of that life, Tante 
Lena, and longed to be here, seeing the 
cows milked, and climbing the hills, and 
helping to make the hay; and I have 
my books with me. Yes, I have thought 
of all that, too." 

' And I said to her, " Ottilie, when you 
came before, it was all change and amuse- 
ment for you. You came for a little 
while, and it was like a child's-play to 
milk the cows, and spin now and then, 
and climb the hills at sunrise to see the 
mowers. But, if you came here to live 
it would be no change and no play, but 
hard work, that you have never been 
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used to, and that your heart is not in, 
day after day, always the same. And,, 
though you might read your books, you 
would have no one to talk to about 
them who would understand you ; for 
your mother is not here, and I am old^ 
and the old have only the thoughts that 
they had when they were young, and 
new thoughts for them are like drops 
of water falling upon stone. And so you 
would presently weary." For I knew how 
it had been with her father. And then 
she sat silent for a long while; but at 
last she came and knelt down by me, and 
put her arms round my neck, and said, 
" Tante Lena, you are wise. But I have 
many plans, and I am lonely, and I want 
to live with you." And then I told her 
that, though I wouldn't have her stay 
there, I would not leave her alone, but 
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that wherever she went I would go with 
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her ; and that she would not hear of at all. 
But at last I had my way; for though 
her will is strong, mine is in some ways 
stronger, and so we came here. For she 
said that, if she might not stay at home in 
our own village, there was no place in all 
the world she wanted to come to so much 
as Rome ; and for me one place away from 
my own people is like another, and in all 
but that one thing I was willing she should 
have her own way.' 
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THE SAME, CONTINUED. ' 

The old woman paused, but maintained 
her erect position, supporting herself with 
a hand on either arm of the chair. She 
had delivered her long speech without 
break or pause, and with a natural and 
simple eloquence that carried her on, for- 
getful of the weariness she had shown on 
first entering the room. Waring found his 
attention completely won. 

' So far as I can judge,' he said, when 
she had ended, ' you have acted well and 
wisely for your niece.' 
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She shook her head slowly. 

' I thought so at the time/ she said^ 
' but I have doubted it often since ; for if 
I have a will, so has Ottilie, and that is 
well, for the young have to grow by their 
own strength. Yes, I am willing that the 
child should have thoughts and ways of 
her own. But, though her ways are always 
good, they are not always wise, and I can 
see it, though she cannot : for when we are 
young life is like a path lost in the woods^ 
but when we are old it is plain and open 
before us, and there are no joys and few 
sorrows remaining to blind our eyes to 
it. 

The old peasant spoke with an accent 
of profound sadness. Waring was about to 
reply, when she resumed : 

' It was not my will,' she said, ^ that my 
niece Beata should marry as she did; I 
would sooner a thousand times over that 
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she had married one of her own people 
and rank ; for peoples, and countries, and 
ranks, and families are all created by our 
Lord God, and it is a sin to go against His 
will. But, when she was married, I wished 
her husband to take her to live with him 
in England, for it was for her to live 
among his people, and not for him to live 
among hers. But he never would, for he 
said she would be miserable in a strange 
country and among strange folk, whose 
ways she did not know. And that was 
true, and it was why he should never have 
married her. But when he was dead, and 
his family sent for the child, I bade her 
mother let her go, for I said, " The child 
takes rank from its father, and has a right 
to be as he was ; and, besides that, she will 
be very rich, and must learn to live as 
rich people do ; it would be a sin to keep 
her here." And her mother, who was 
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wise, as I have said, saw the matter as I 
did, and let her go, though it was like 
parting with her own life. But every year 
she came to us for a little, and we had the 
joy of seeing her growing clever and good 
and beautiful, with gentle ways and inno- 
cent thoughts, that knew of no evil, such 
as our girls can never have, since in a 
village aU is talked of everywhere. For 
her mother, who saw how it was with 
Ottilie, kept her apart like a pearl while 
she was with us, so that she should never 
hear rough speeches and jests, such as 
we think little of, but the like of which 
she had never heard. And she herself 
never thought of going with the villagers, 
for all her delight was in the country and 
in the farm, and in being with her mother 
and me. She was always a young thing 
full of life, and loved to climb about the 
mountains and the woods, and so she is 
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to this day. And so, the last time she 
i?vas with us before her mother died, I said 
to Beata, as we sat together one day alone, 
' " Beata, I set my face against your 
marriage as you know, nor so far as you 
are concerned has any good come of it, 
for you might have had a house of your 
own now, and children living with you and 
growing up to be a blessing to me too now 
that I am getting old. But when I see 
Ottilie, I can never wish it had been other- 
wise ; for if she is different from us, and 
no better than us, since the Lord God has 
appointed us each our place, still it is a 
joy to me, and I can see it is to you also, 
Beata, that a child of ours should have 
grown up like a princess for gentleness 
and cleverness." That was the last time 
Ottilie was with us before her mother died^ 
when I little thought things would end as 
they have done.' 
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The old woman paused in her speech 
and sat looking fixedly before her for a 
while without speaking. Waring broke 
the silence. 

' Miss Capel/ he said, hardly knowing 
what to say, ' seems to me all that you 
describe her, and I honour her resolu- 
tion to be true to you and to her mother's 
people. That surely does not displease you.' 

' Gracious sir,' said the old peasant, 
'Ottilie is as innocent as a child. Her 
soul is as clean from harm as my hand, 
holding out her wrinkled palm, * and if she 
has heard of the evil that there is in the 
world, the thought has fallen from her 
again and she can never believe that 
others are not as good as she is herself. 
She knows of but one wrong-doing, and 
that is, that her father's people slighted 
her mother. And because she knows of 
no other, that fills her heart with indigna- 
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tion, and she would give her life to set it 
right. For the young are like that, and 
<lo not know that there are wrongs which 
can never be set right, and much injustice 
that can never be made good ; for that is 
Ood's will. And so Ottilie is not setting 
it right; no, but the contrary. For see 
here, gracious sir, her mother gave her up 
for aU those years that she might learn to 
live as her father's daughter ought to live, 
and we were proud of her, and glad that 
she should do so. And now Ottilie is 
undoing it all ; for she has people of all 
sorts that she ought to have nothing to 
do with, to be with her ; and it would be 
better for us to be at home in our own 
village than here : for the people seem to 
me worse here, and often they speak other 
languages so that I cannot understand 
them ; and my Ottilie, who is more beau- 
tiful and clever than anyone, and who 
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ought to be in the king's court, wants to 
show that she is the same as all those-^as 
if she could ever be. 

' And it is not only that,' she went on, 
as Waring did not at once answer, ' these 
people may be good, I won't say they are 
not. I am used to our own folk and our 
own ways, and perhaps I cannot judge 
them rightly. But there is one of them 
who comes oftener, and talks to Ottilie 
more than all the rest. What is it you 
call his name, Lotte ?' 

' Mr. Howell,' she answered. 

' That is it,' said the old woman, ' and 
he is not good, but bad.' 

She rose stiffly, and, going to the table, 
took up the pack of cards that lay there, 
and began shuffling and dealing them with 
her shaking hands. But in a moment she 
dropped them in a heap and went back 
slowly to her seat. 
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^ It is useless,' she said ; ' I have tried 
them again and again, and they fall always 
the same way. I have not the heart to 
try it again to-night. But I tell you he is 
a bad man.' 

She sank back as though exhausted, and 
was silent. Waring, who had risen when 
she did, remained standing opposite to 
her, his hands resting on the back of his 
chair. 

'You led me to hope,' he said, after a 
minute's consideration, ' that I might be of 
some service to you. Will you tell me in 
what way ?' 

The old woman roused herself, and 
hesitated with an air of distress. 

' What was it, Lotte,' she said, looking 
round, 'that we thought this gentleman 
might do? My mind wanders from one 
thing to another to-night, and there is 
nothing to hold it steady.' 

VOL I. L 
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' We thought,' said the girl, with a sort 
of repressed eagerness, looking alternately 
at Waring and at Tante Lena, ' that if this 
gentleman could get acquainted with Mr. 
Howell, and find out who and what he 
is ' 

' Yes, that was it,' said the old peasant, 
holding up her hand imperiously, to stop 
the girl. ^Sir.' she went on, addressing 
Waring, ^ I am an old woman and speak 
ray own tongue only, and Lotte here is 
but a child, as you see, and can do no- 
thing. This man that I speak of comes 
here day after day, and he comes for no 
good. , Ottilie is rich ; all the world knows 
it, and he knows it too. He speaks no 
German ; I cannot understand what he 
says, but I sit by and I watch his face 
and I watch Ottilie's face, and it wrings 
my heart — it wrings my heart ' 

The old woman lifted her clasped hand 
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and let them fall heavily again into hel* 
lap, but went on instantly. 

' Lotte here sometimes hears them talk, 
and knows what they say, for she has 
learnt a little English, and then she tells 
me ; I cannot understand it all, neither 
can she. But it is clear to me that he is 
deceiving Ottilie, who is easier than any- 
one to deceive; because one has but to 
say, " I am good and mean to do great 
things," and directly she believes it. But 
this man comes from no one knows where, 
and has done no one knows what; and 
always he is saying : " If I had money I 
would do this and the other to make 
things better, and to change the world " 
— that is what Lotte here tells me. And 
then Ottilie says, " You are full of noble 
thoughts, and there is a great deal of 
money in the world, if that is all that is 
needed to set the ^vrong right." For that 

l2 
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is what the child's mind is always set 
upon, that the wrong should be made 
right; but what she wants is impossible,, 
for things are as the Lord God made them^ 
and will be to the world's end. 

'But this Mr. Howell,' the old woman 
went on, with increasing vehemence, ' en- 
courages Ottilie in these fancies, and it 
is for his own purposes. I am an old 
woman, and know little of the world; 
but men and women are the same every- 
where, and I have not lived among them 
with my eyes open for seventy years, 
that I should not know a false man when 
I see him. And what I wanted to ask 
you, gracious sir, who are of his own 
country and speak his own language, 
was that you should make friends mth 
this Mr. Howell, and find out what and 
who he is, and what bad purpose he has 
in his mind, so that Ottilie may be warned 



THE SAME, CONTINUED. 149 

in time. For it would be of little use 
for me to speak to her, since I can know 
nothing for certain.' 

The old peasant woman, every sign of 
weakness gone, sat leaning forward, her 
eyes fixed on Waring's face, as he stood 
confounded for a moment by the proposi- 
tion. 

'No, no,' he said at last, with a half- 
smile, 'I couldn't do that. It would be 
impossible.' 

' Ah,' murmured the old woman, sinking 
back and letting her arms fall at her side. 

' It would be impossible,' repeated 
Waring ; ' I could make friends with no 
man for the purpose of finding out his 
secrets. You must surely understand 
that ?' 

The old peasant made no reply; only 
her shrunken eyelids moistened, and she 
moved her head slowly three or four times. 
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Waring pushed aside his chair as she did 
not answer, and took a turn up and down 
the room, the eyes of the two women fol- 
lowing him. The consciousness annoyed 
him. He looked at his watch, and, coming 
back, sat down again in his old position. 

'What is your difficulty exactly?' he 
said. ' What is it yoii suspect Mr. Howell 
of wishing to do ?' 

The old woman tried to speak, but her 
voice died away in an inarticulate quaver. 
She put out her hand, mth a helpless 
gesture, to Lotte, and it was the girl who 
answered. 

'We think,' she said, speaking rapidly, 
in a low voice, 'that Mr. Howell wants 
to marry Miss Capel for her fortune. We 
have asked about him, Tante Lena and 
I, as much as we could — ^it is not much ; 
we know hardly anyone — and no one has 
been able to tell us anything about him. 
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He comes here a great deal; Miss Capel 
thinks very much of him. But people 
talk,' the girl went on, as Waring did 
not at once reply, but sat looking fixedly 
before him. 'One Sunday I was in 
the Medici Gardens, where I go some- 
times, because it is quiet ; and two gentle- 
men were sitting on the bench with me, 
and talking. They did not mind me. 
They were talking about Miss Capel. 
They did not say much about her, but 
they spoke of Mr. Howell. They said 
he was always here, and that he meant 
to get her money, and that it was a pity. 
I do not remember their words, but that 
is what they meant. And then they 
said something about the Campagna, and 
laughed. But that I did not under- 
stand.' 

'All that is nonsense,' said Waring, 
frowning a little. ' All sorts of things are 
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said of everyone ; it is best to pay no 
attention to Ihem.' He sat considering 
for a while, then rising, began to button 
up his coat. 'How did Miss Capel get 
acquainted with this Mr. Hov\^ell?' he said. 
^ Do you know who first introduced him 
to her?' 

The old woman shook her head, and it 
was again Lotte who answered. 

^ I think,' she said, ' it was a gentleman 
who comes here sometimes — a gentleman 
who paints, Mr. Van Bruggen.' 

'Van Bruggen, was it?' said Waring, 
surprised. 'But in that case,' he said, 
' there can be no diificulty whatever in 
finding out all that is to be known about 
Mr. Howell. I know Mr. Van Bruggen 
very well. I will make inquiries of him.' 

He took up his hat, and turned to 
Tante Lena. The wrinkled sunken face, 
the stern set lines, the quenched fire of 
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laer eyes filled him with compassion. 

' You are in a diificulty, I see,' he said, 
in his friendly tones. * I don't know that 
I can do anything to help you, but if I 
can I will. I will, at any rate, speak to 
my friend. Van Bruggen, as soon as possi- 
ble, and let you know if I learn ^^nything 
concerning Mr. Howell and his affairs. 
Now I am afraid I must wish you good 
evening, for I have an appointment that 1 
am late for already.' 

He shook hands with the old woman, 
who rose stiflfliy as he left the room, and 
Lotte with her swinging lamp lighted him 
to the door. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



A DINNER-PARTY. 



Van Bruggen had gone to Naples for a 
week, Waring was informed, when he 
called at the artist's studio the next day. 
He had left no address ; it was a habit that 
he had to disappear altogether when he 
was to be absent a short time only, leaving 
letters and cards to await his return. 
Before he came back. Waring received an 
invitation to dinner from Miss Capel. 

' Will you come and dine with us sans 
c^r^monie on Friday at seven o'clock?' she 
wrote. * We shall be very glad to see you. 
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' Tante Lena has told me that, at her 
request, you paid her a visit the other 
evening, when I was out. It was very 
good of you. I ought perhaps to ask you 
to excuse our very primitive ways, but 
you gave my aunt a great deal of pleasure, 
and she has few pleasures just now. She 
tells me, too, that she looks upon you as a 
friend, and I do not think there is another 
person in Rome to whom she would give 
that title. So I can only thank you again 
for your visit. 

' Yours very truly, Ottilie C^vpel.' 

A day or two before the evening named 
by Miss Capel, Waring, during a tete-a- 
tSte dinner with Madame de Presnel, men- 
tioned the invitation he had received. 
They were taking coffee after dinner in 
the drawing-room, an apartment which, 
with its books and pictures, its cheerful 
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blaze of firelight, its screens and couches, 
and stands of plants and flowers, always 
had a charming air of refinement and 
home-like comfort. Not even Waring — 
Waring, perhaps, least of all — rknew how 
much loneliness haunted it, confronted by 
how much courage. Madame de Presnel 
replied to Waring's information by a slight 
but expressive gesture. 

' What now ?' said Waring, smiling, 
^ does that mean that I ought not to dine 
with Miss Capel ?' 

' Not at all,' said Madame de Presnel, 
' dine with her by all means. Yes, I per- 
ceive that you are greatly attracted by 
Miss Capel, and I perceive also that you 
think me incapable of appreciating her. 
But in that you do me an injustice. I am 
more clear-sighted than you think — more 
clear-sighted than you, perhaps — about 
Ottilie Capel. We women of five-and- 
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forty know a great deal about girls. If 
we have any hearts, we have not forgotten 
our own girlhood, with its mistakes and 
its ideals ; and whilst these young people 
are looking at us with some contempt, 
perhaps, for our having lived so long that 
life has ceased to have much to say to us 
from their point of view, we are reading 
them straight off, and know exactly the 
rocks they have set their foolish little 
hearts on running against. But heaven 
forbid I should constitute myself the pilot 
of every girl's heart that comes in my way. 
I have landed Laure safely ; I have made 
for her a marriage that will not secure for 
her ideal happiness, any more than any 
other marriage I ever heard of, but which 
suits her tastes, her capacity, and her sta- 
tion in life. But I am no knight-errant to 

fling myself into everyone's battles ^ 

'There you do yourself an injustice,* 
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«aid Waring ; ' I know no one who can 
interest herself so generously and effective- 
ly in the difficulties of others.' 

^ In your difficulties, perhaps,' said Ma- 
dame de Presnel, smiling, 4t is true I 
have always had an odd fancy for helping 
you out of your scrapes, Richard — ^And 
that reminds me, can you give me Miss 
Stanley's address?' 

' Miss Stanley's address ? Certainly I 
can give it to you ' 

' Ah, you do not trust me,' said Madame 
de Presnel, with vivacity, ' but you may. 
I assure you that I have no sinister purpose 
whatever in demanding it. You shall write 
it down for me presently. But to return to 
Miss Capel. I have every appreciation of 
her good qualities which are leading her 
into every description of nonsense ; but I 
positively decline to stand and gaze at her 
nonsense in admii^ation. My experience 
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and advice are at her service if she wants 
them; but she does not. What young 
girl of one-and-twenty ever does want to 
profit by the experience of a woman twenty 
years older than herself? It is true that 
Ottilie and I do not get on very well 
together, as the phrase is ; you will have 
noticed it the other night. Each of us 
incites the other to exaggerate a little ' 

'There you do Miss Capel an injustice/ 
interrupted Waring again ; ' I should say 
that she is incapable of exaggeration.' 

'Oh, Ottilie is candour itself; I acquit 
her of conscious exaggeration,' said Ma- 
dame de Presnel, 'but she insists, she 
emphasises — in short, we each of us assert 
our own side of the question a little more 
strongly than we do when we are apart, 
perhaps. But let us grant that she means 
fully all she says and does, so much the 
worse. I assure you, Richard, and you 
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may trust my experience, that Ottilie 
Capel is capable of incredible folly.' 

These words of Madame de Presnel's 
were in Waring's mind when he entered 
Miss Capel's drawing-room the following 
evening. He had not seen her since his 
interview with her old peasant aunt, but 
she had not lost in his imagination during 
the interval; on the contrary, certain of 
the old woman's expressions had only 
added life and reality to the fresh 
ideal figure of mingled seriousness and 
youthful vivacity that had remained im- 
pressed on his mind since their first meet- 
ing. He found her alone now. The servant 
opened the door without announcing him, 
after the fashion of Italian servants, and he 
found her seated at a table, reading with 
the simple absorbed attention of a child or 
a student, her book spread open before 
her in the lamplight, one hand supporting 
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her forehead, the other rapidly turning 
the leaves. She did not look like a person 
capable of incredible folly, he thought, as, 
becoming conscious of his presence, she 
closed her book and rose. Rather, such 
clear-sighted wisdom as sometimes attends 
on the pure and single-hearted seemed to 
him to shine in her eyes and rest on her 
candid brow. Something there was in 
her that suggested a comparison with one 
of those rare and flawless crystals which, 
through the tradition of ages, are held to 
reveal their secrets to unsullied innocence 
alone. It was perhaps the sight of such a 
crystal standing on a small table by the 
fire, a perfect sphere of stainless light set in 
a little oriental stand of black carved wood, 
that brought the comparison to Waring's 
mind. It also prompted his first remark 
after the ordinary words of greeting. 
^ Do you read your future in this ?' he 
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said, taking it up. 'It is a magic crystal, 
is it not?' 

'Yes, it is a magic crystal,' she an- 
swered. 'I don't know where it came 
from originally, and it has been so long 
in our family that no one now remembers. 
I found it one day at home, put away 
in the great press, and Tante Lena said 
it had been there since time immemorial. 
Looking into it sets me dreaming, always.' 

' And then, you see ' 

'Not always what I wish,' she said; 
^but perhaps that is the way with all 
oracles.' 

She took it from his hand, and stood 
gazing into it for a moment. Waring 
could not be sure whether she spoke in 
jest or in earnest. 

'I see,' he said, 'you believe in its 
properties.' 

' I am of peasant-birth, you know,' she 
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answered, smiling; 'and superstitious by- 
right of inheritance. I am bound to 
believe in them.' She looked down into 
the crystal again. ' No,' she went on, ' I 
have never read my future in it; but 
some one — my mother,' she said quickly, 
her voice changing a Httle, ' once did, I 
have been told, and the prophecy came 
strangely true.' 

Her voice sank a little with the last 
words. She replaced the crystal in its 
>stand, and for a minute stood silent, gazing 
into the fire. 

' Mr. Waring,' she said then, raising her 
eyes, ' I want to thank you for your 
kindness in coming to see my aunt the 
other evening. You must have thought 
it very strange ' 

' Not at all, not at all,' he said. He 
wondered for a moment whether the old 
peasant had told her niece what had been 
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164 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

the subject of their conversation. No, he 
felt sure she had not. 

'She is very lonely,' Ottilie continued, 
hesitating a little. ' She is used to her 
home-people, and she has not cared to be 
much with anyone here, except my little 
friend Lotte. She has taken a fancy to- 
her; I arrange for them to be together 
as much as possible. But it is not the 
same thing as her home-life, it cannot be — ' 

The door opened, and she broke off as 
her other guests, who had accidentally 
arrived together, were ushered in. The 
first to enter was a lively, rather pretty 
girl of two or three-and-twenty, with 
bright eyes, an assured glance, and a 
manner whose ease without grace bordered 
on hardihood. She was an artist. Waring 
was not long in discovering ; one of those 
English girl-artists who, following the 
fashion of the time, leave their homes in 
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the fearless independence of youth, to find 
some happy days when days are best to 
be enjoyed, in Italy. The other guest was 
Mr. Howell. Waring looked at him with 
xi steadier attention, a more searching 
criticism than he had bestowed on the 
occasion of their first meeting. He was 
not a man indeed to produce at once 
a series of fresh impressions. Such 
as he had appeared at Miss Capel's 
reception, such he was this evening, 
with manners unpolished, but not un- 
pleasantly so; wanting, that is, in the 
last graces of refinement, the finer usages 
of society, with certain embarrassments, 
certain awkwardnesses even of movement 
and address ; but not otherwise ungentle- 
manly. To a woman enthusiastically in 
love with an ideal, and bent on finding in 
him its realization, such want of polish. 
Waring felt, might seem only the rough- 
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ness of sincerity, the frankness of an earn^ 
estness of purpose too thoroughly pene- 
trating the whole man to be cast aside at 
will like a work-day coat. Mr. Howell's 
costume might aid this impression. He 
was not in evening dress, and the some- 
what chilly costume into which Waring, 
in conformity with the usages of so- 
ciety, had put himself before appearing 
in Miss Capel's drawing-room, might 
possibly have suited him less well than 
the frock-coat and dark tie he actually 
wore. Nevertheless, Waring found himself 
compelled in some measure to modify 
the first idea he had formed of him. 
Madame de Presnel's epithet of brigand, 
which he had accepted, was inaccurate, 
he perceived ; there was nothing of the 
brigand about him, nor was he of the 
rough-hewn type of which his height, his 
large hands, and unconventional dress at 



A DINNER-PARTY. 167 

first gave an impression. An element of 
weakness rather pervaded his whole per- 
sonality, with only the roughness of sur- 
face that comes from neglect of the more 
superficial conventionalities of life. By 
an inexperienced observer it might pass 
unnoticed ; to an experienced one, the 
result was an impression of uncertainty 
that at once awoke and seemed to justify 
a sense of distrust of the man. 

Dinner was announced almost immedi- 
ately on the arriv^il of these two later 
guests, and they all passed into an ad- 
joining room, which had the same air of 
somewhat antique and faded simplicity, 
combined with comfort, that distinguished 
the drawing-room. A round table stood 
under the hanging lamp in the centre of 
the red-tiled floor, and the party seated 
themselves round it with little ceremony. 
Tante Lena was already there. The old 
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woman greeted her niece's guests silently, 
with a little curtsey. She had resumed 
her black silk gown and lace cap, and with 
them her air of severe and critical com- 
posure. Waring could almost have per- 
suaded himself that the remote, incongru- 
ous chamber in which he had seen her 
last, with its Roman walls and peasant 
furniture, was a fragment of some dis- 
jointed dream. 

The dinner was rather silent at first, 
the conversation flagging as it is apt to 
flag when people are strange to each other, 
and to each other's interests. Miss Capel 
indeed talked about anything and nothing, 
as women accustomed to society know 
how to do at their own table; but her 
guests were not immediately responsive. 
Mr. Howell was attentive to his dinner ; 
he considered perhaps that talking and 
eating were incompatible. Tante Lena, 
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too, ate with an air of serious occupation ; 
she held the peasant tradition of the im- 
portance of feeding, and made monosylla- 
bic replies to the remarks which Waring, 
who sat beside her, addressed to her from 
time to time in her own language ; he had 
not forgotten how sadly the old woman 
had expressed her sense of isolation. Only 
Lucy Grant, the little artist, talked from 
the first with an unceasing flow of liveli- 
ness. Her remarks were not distinguished 
by originality, mere waifs and strays from 
the chatter of her fellow-students, sweep- 
ings, as it were, from the studios where 
the girls put their heads together. But 
her lively frankness animated the dinner- 
table, and seconded Miss Capel's efforts. 
By degrees the conversation became more 
general. 

' Only think. Miss Capel,' cried Miss 
Orant, ' they have swept away my ruin — 
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I call it my ruin, because I discovered it 
behind some old houses where nobody had 
ever thought of looking for anything. I 
went there the other day, and it was 
gone ! swept away before that hideous- 
ne\fr street which is being built. Was it 
not hard ?' 

'Are the old houses gone too?' said 
Ottilie. 

'Everything, everything. It was the 
most picturesque corner in the world, and 
now it is nothing but a heap of dust and 
bricks and mortar. Oh, how I wish they 
would leave Rome alone !' 

' If I were the master of Rome,' said 
Howell, looking up and speaking almost for 
the first time, ' there would not be an old 
house or a ruin either remaining in the 
course of a few years. We want what is 
new in these days, not what is old. I 
would sweep away every old house, not 
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only in Rome, but everywhere. They are 
one of the curses that one generation 
bequeathes to another.' 

Waring looked up as Howell began to 
speak, and studied him for a moment 
through his glasses. He had hardly heard 
his voice before, and it gave him a sensa- 
tion now of mingled pleasure and annoy- 
ance that he would have found it difficult 
to define. It was an extremely sympa- 
thetic voice, with a touch of melancholy 
in it, that lent it a particular charm. He 
had begun to speak with an unceremoni- 
ous abruptness, and there was something 
of uneducated roughness or provincialism 
in his accent ; but he spoke fluently and 
well, not the less well that he was, Waring 
fancied, under some slight restraint that 
induced him to choose his words with care 
and to place them without undue em- 
phasis. He folded his arms and leaned 
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back when lie had finished, as though 
waiting for an answer. Miss Grant was 
not slow to respond. 

' Oh, I know all that,' she said, with 
some contempt ; ' I mean that I know all 
that side of the question, and I don't agree 
with it in the least. I would keep Rome 
precisely as it is ; I would not change a 
stone or a brick in it. Do you not agree 
with me. Miss Capel?' 

Ottilie looked from one to another, 
slightly contracting her brows. 

^Not exactly,' she said; 'no, I cannot 
agree with either of you exactly.' 

'Why, after all,' said Howell, glancing 
at her for a moment, and then looking 
down at the tablecloth again — they were 
talking in a short interval between the 
courses — 'why should old Rome be left 
standing ? What human being does it help 
to advance, what possible good end can it 
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serve? The mere spectacle of a min is 
opposed to every principle of modern pro- 
gress. All old cities are the same, but 
Rome of course is the worst of all. And 
when one thinks of the desert in which it 
stands, and of what the suburbs of a great 
city ought to be, the breathing-place for 
the population ' 

He broke off as a dish was presented to 
him, and Miss Grant interposed. 

' Oh,' she cried, with a little shriek, ' you 
would cover the Campagna with rows of 
little brick houses, each mth a strip of 
garden and a clothes-line, and a railway 
running overhead.' 

'Why not,' said Howell, without look- 
ing up, ' if it would be a benefit to the 
population at large ?' 

' You need be under no immediate fear, 
Miss Grant,' said Waring, smiling ; ' we all 
know more or less what the Campagna 
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needs to make it habitable, and I don't think 
it will be covered with rows of little brick 
houses at present.' 

' Is that how you would settle the 
question ?' said Howell. 

' What question and in what way ?' srdd 
Waring, 

'That what has been, must be; that 
because a country has lain waste and 
uninhabitable for ages, it must do so till 
the end of time.' 

' It is a question I feel no immediate 
need to settle,' said Waring, with a smile ; 
^ it does not lie within my province. Any 
thoughts of mine concerning the Campagna 
must of necessity be in the region of the 
purest theory.' 

'Yes, that is how abuses grow and 
are confirmed,' said Howell, laying down 
his knife and fork and pushing away his 
plate. 'They are nobody's business,' he 
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said ; ' they lie within nobody's province. 
But, if half-a-dozen public-spirited men 
with sufficient capital were to set to work 
the right way, the thing would be done, 
so far as the immediate neighbourhood of 
Rome is concerned.' 

Waring looked at him for a moment. 

* Do you think it would be a good specu- 
lation ?' he said. 

Howell looked up on his side ; his bril- 
liant eyes met Waring's. 

' It might or might not be,' he answered, 

* that's not the point, sir. The point is 
that an immense and immediate benefit 
would be conferred on humanity, that 
lands lying waste would be reclaimed and 
rendered fit for human habitation, and 
that these things tend to forward and 
advance the great aim of the present age, 
the equalisation of the lot of mankind, 
the redemption of the poorer classes.' 
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He spoke evenly as before, without 
gestures, leaning forward, his arms rest- 
ing on the table. But his face flushed a 
little with a certain eagerness that grew 
on him, and he spoke more rapidly towards- 
the close of his speech. He restrained 
himself, however, to the end ; and drawing 
his plate towards him again as he finished 
speaking, he went on with his dinner. 

'That seems to you the main point? 
That is not altogether practical,' said 
Waring. 

' Oh !' said Ottilie, involuntarily, and 
paused. ' How can you say,' she went on, 
recovering hferself, 'that a scheme for 
benefiting one's fellow-creatures is not 
practical ?' 

' I was speaking from the business point 
of view,' said Waring, turning to her with 
a change of voice and manner ; ' the prac- 
tical view of a scheme of this kind in- 
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eludes, in my opinion, the ehance of its 
making a profitable return for the money 
invested in it ; otherwise it is, from the . 
business point of view, a mere specu- 
lation.' . 

Ottilie frowned a little. She had the 
habit of frowning, Waring observed, when 
anything displeased or perplexed her. 

' I don't think I quite understand your 
use of the word practical,' she said to 
him ; ^ do you consider it to mean merely 
making so much money? I would wil- 
lingly, willingly spend money in the hope 
of doing good with it. That would be 
the practical part of it to me. I cannot 
see that the rest matters at all.' She 
checked herself. ' But I don't want to 
see all Rome pulled down,' she said, with 
a smile ; then turning to Miss Grant, she 
changed the subject, ' You go sometimes 
to the theatres, do you not ?' she said ; ' is 
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there anything going on that is worth 
hearing ?' 

She rose presently to leave the table, 
and they all accompanied her into the 
drawing-room. Tante Lena took up her 
knitting, and seating herself in a warm 
corner by the fire, was silent. Miss Grant, 
whose rapid chatter had been somewhat 
checked during the argument at dinner, 
instantly fastened upon Howell ; she want- 
ed to make him promise, she said, that he 
would not cover the Campagna with semi- 
detached houses. Miss Capel went to a 
side- table to pour out coffee for her guests. 
Waring took the cups from her, and she 
thanked him with a smile ; but he had an 
impression that he had vexed her by what 
he had said ; he did not want to vex her — 
The window looking out upon the space 
of gardens and terraces behind the house 
stood open, and the night wind blew some- 
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what chilly into the room. Ottilie went 
to close it, but stood for a moment before 
doing so, with her hand resting on the 
hasp, looking out upon the sky faintly 
illumined by a sinking crescent moon and 
a few misty stars. Waring joined her. 

' I am afraid,' he said, after a minute's 
silence, 'that I displeased you by my 
remarks just now.' 

Ottilie turned round quickly. 

' Oh, no,' she said ; ' why should you 
think so? People take such different 
views of things and of life. I don't know 
why I should have fancied you might 
think as I do.' 

'That is a very unforgiving speech, do 
you know,' said Waring, after a pause; 
^you give me to understand that you 
counted on my sympathy, and that I have 
disappointed you. You could hardly have 
said a severer thing.' 

N 2 
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' It is perhaps that you do not under* 
stand Mr. Howell,' Miss Capel continued, 
without directly answering Waring's words ; 
' I imagined so, at least, from what you 
said at dinner. I think you might like 
him if you were to know him. I have 
always felt indebted to your friend, Mr- 
Van Bruggen, for introducing him to me. 
I have seen a good deal of him since then^ 
and only what is deserving of admiration 
and esteem.' 

' You do him a great deal of honour by 
saying so,' replied Waring. ' What do you 
know about him ? It would interest me 
very much to hear. Where does he come 
from ?' 

'From what part of England, do you 
mean ? I do not know,' said Ottilie ; ' he 
has spoken to me very little of his past 
life. I don't know where he comes from.' 

'Ah — ' said Waring, musingly • He looked 
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across the room at Howell, who standing 
by the fireplace, seemed to be holding an 
animated conversation with Miss Grant. 
Something in his tone or movement im- 
pelled Miss Capel to respond at once. 

' Mr. Howell does not speak about him- 
self at all in that way,' she said, with 
her rapid utterance. 'What I chiefly 
know about him is that at one time he 
lost a great deal of money, almost all that 
he possessed, in an attempt to carry out a 
new scheme for the equalization of capital 
and labour. He failed; but his attempt 
was not the less noble on that account ; 
and I suppose that like all such failures, 
it will presently serve as a stepping-stone 
to others.' 

' Do you know what his scheme was ?' 
said Waring. ' I took a good deal of in- 
terest in that question at one time, and 
you are aware, of course, that attempts — 
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by no means isolated ones — have already 
been made to that very end, and not 
failed.' 

' I know,' she said, ' and I have no 
knowledge of what Mr. Howell's scheme 
was exactly. But it is less that particular 
attempt than his whole tone of mind that 
I admire, for he thinks of nothing — really 
of nothing — but of helping and raising the 
people, who have had so few chances in 
life hitherto.' 

'And that I am sure you sympathise with,* 
said Waring, with the friendly smile that 
came readily to his lips when he looked at 
her ; ' the more so that you yourself have 
some such purpose before you, have you 
not?' 

' What purpose do you mean ?' she said. 

' Of equalizing, of reforming society — 
have you not ?' 

' How can you imagine such a thing ?* 
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she answered, very quickly. ' I am not 
so presumptuous — I am much too ignorant 
to pretend to do anything of the kind. 
Why should you imagine I have the pre- 
sumption to set up as a reformer ? I beg 
your pardon,' she went on immediately, 
before Waring could answer, ^ but I cannot 
bear to be so misunderstood. It seems to 
me that wherever I turn I meet with mis- 
understanding of one kind or another. 
To reform society ! — ^why, it is only people 
with a large experience, and more know- 
ledge than I can ever hope to have, per- 
haps, who should begin to think of such a 
thing.' 

' I agree with you so far,' said Waring, 
' that it requires a very large experience 
to attempt reforms. But don't imagine, 
on your side, that I could ever attribute 
your actions t6 any but the best motives. 
You mustn't misunderstand me.' 



184 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

She did not at once answer ; she stood 
looking straight before her into the room. 

'I don't misunderstand you/ she said 
at last, smiling a little. ' But don't let us 
talk about myself any longer; it is not 
an interesting subject. I am going to ask 
Miss Grant to sing ; she sings well, I 
believe. Will you kindly close this win- 
dow, Mr. Waring ; the air is growing 
colder than I like it to be for my aunt.' 

She left him, and crossed the room to 
open the piano. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

VAN BRUGGEN DISCOURSES. 

A FEELING of dissatisfaction attended War- 
ing as he walked away from Miss Capel's 
house that evening. 

'I must be growing old,' he said to 
himself. 'That is what it is; my mind 
doesn't spring to meet these fresh young 
energies and enthusiasms as it used to 
do ; I see the end too plainly. I feel 
already as if I belonged to another genera- 
tion, and as if there were something musty 
about my wisdom that must needs make 
it distasteful to young minds. That young 
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girl found me wanting in sympathy. I 
did not know I was so unsympathising.' 

He walked on, musing, his arms hanging 
and his head bent; a weight lay at hia 
heart. 

' How young she is,' he thought. ' Yes,, 
there is a wisdom in the folly of youth 
that seems wanting to one's maturer ex- 
perience. I meant to say the right thing 
to-night, but I believe I managed to miss 
it ' 

He paused in his walk. His way led 
by the Fountain of Trevi, which lay 
between Miss Capel's house and his hotel ; 
and standing still for a minute, held by 
the fascination of the tumultuous rush of 
the falling water in the dimly-lighted 
darkness, his memory went back to an 
hour when, in the early flush of youthful 
manhood, he and a joyous band of com- 
rades young as himself, had drunk of the 



VAN BRUGGEN DISCOURSES. 187 

water, that its magic spell might bring 
them back to Rome. He remembered the 
uplifted hands, the mighty shout, the 
snatches of student song. A profound 
melancholy, the melancholy that lies in 
wait in every human soul as the last 
expression of human egotism, seized upon 
him now. The grey desert which every- 
where underlies the kindly growths of life 
rose before him, and spread behind him 
through the past; and the disillusions 
were more than the joys, and the dis- 
appointments greater than the fulfilments : 
and success lay in the balance with failure, 
and was found wanting — 

A hand laid on his shoulder, startled 
Waring from a mood in which he rarely 
indulged. It was Van Bruggen, the artist. 

'I thought it was you,' he said, as 
Waring looked round. 'Are you drinking 
the water of Trevi ? I should have 
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thought Rome pretty sure of your return 
without the need of any spell.' 

' So you have come back,' said Waring. 
^ Well, you are the very man I have been 
wanting. I called at your studio a day 
or two ago.' 

' I've been back about two hours,' said 
the artist. 'Come home with me now. 
I've some new things to show you, and 
it's quite early yet.' 

Van Bruggen's studio was on the third 
floor of a house in a street near the 
Forum. He purposely avoided the streets 
and quarters where artists usually con- 
gregate. He had long since passed the 
joyous age when the flow and interchange 
of ideas, the sense of fellowship, the crafts- 
man's bu7id stimulate the energies and the 
imagination. Talk about art asphyxiated 
him, he was in the habit of saying; and 
he had little love for the society of his 
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fellow-painters. He was a well-known, 
but not a very popular, painter ; he had 
a delicate and charming genius, but its 
direction lay on one side of the taste and 
fashion of the day, and he was at no 
trouble to modify it. His pictures, there- 
fore, passed or did not pass into the hands 
of two or three purchasers, and attained 
no vnde popularity. In London he might 
probably have been taken up and made 
the fashion of a clique ; and something of 
the sort having once been hinted to Van 
Bruggen, he thanked Providence that had 
preserved him from going to London. 

' You've been dining with Miss Capel, of 
course,' he said to Waring as they mounted 
the stairs to his studio. * I found a note 
lying here on my return inviting me 
to meet you. It was too late then, or I 
would have gone. I like Miss Capel ; one 
doesn't see enough of her. There is no 
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nonsense about her that is not good non- 
sense, and she doesn't talk — talk at one for 
ever. She has some modesty, some re- 
ticence ' 

He fumbled for a big key and opened 
the door of his apartment ; then leading 
the way into his studio, he lighted a lamp, 
threw some logs on the smouldering fire, 
and from a cupboard produced a couple 
antique Dutch spirit bottles and glasses. 

^ So,' he said, ^ now we can make a night 
of it. Drink something. Waring, to warm 
and mellow your judgment, and then I will 
show you my pictures.' 

He pulled forward one or two easels as 
he spoke and placed some canvases on 
them, adjusting the light to the best 
advantage. 

Waring looked in silence. 

' I like your pictures. Van Bruggen,' he 
said at last ; ' I always do like your work, 
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as you know. But I'm no judge of art, as 
you also know, and I'm not going to 
criticize them.' 

' Ah, you won't criticize them,' said the 
artist; 'well, you are more modest than 
most people.' 

He took up one of the canvases and 
looked at it intently for a minute in the 
light of the lamp. 

'Good, you won't criticize it,' he said 
again ; ' well, there is no need. I know 
the value of my work, no one else so well ; 
and I know one other thing of it, that, 
whatever its value may be, it is honest 
work — yes, it is honest, and no manufac- 
ture.' 

' How do you mean ?' said Waring. 

' I mean what I say — that it is no manu- 
facture. And that, I will tell you, is more 
than can be said for nineteen-twentieths of 
the pictures sold out of Roman studios, or 
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any other studio in the world, for aught I 
know to the contrary.' 

He took up the canvas again and blew 
off some invisible dust. 

'Yes,' he went on, 4t is honest work, I 
say. Oh, I don't set up for being a saint ; 
I am not a particularly good man, I have 
sins enough on my conscience like other 
men ; but on that point, at any rate, I 
have kept myself pure. I have never 
prostituted my art. I have sold my pic- 
tures, of course ; I'm not a Quixotic fool, 
and I have painted pictures, some better, 
some worse, some indiflPerent enough, God 
knows. But I have never set up a canvas 
and said, "Now I will paint for money's 
sake ; I will paint what will sell." Never. 
So far my hands are clean.' 

' You are not a saint, you're a Pharisee,* 
said Waring, smiling. 

'No, I am not,' said Van Bruggen. 
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* There may be other men as I am ; I trust 
there are ; I know there are. But there is 
a backsliding generation as well, if you 
want Scripture language, and, as long as I 
have breath in my body, I will utter my 
protest against it.' 

He looked at his pictures again. ' Ah^ 
you do not criticize,' he said, grimly^ 
thrusting his hands in hii^ pockets, and 
turning to Waring. ^That is a great 
loss to me. People who come to my 
studio always criticize ; they know all 
about art, of course ; I learn a great deal 
from them. "What are you, Mr. Van 
Bruggen?" a young lady said to me the 
other day. "Are you a realist, or an 
idealist, or an impressionist, or a blond- 
ist — or what? / am an impressionist.'* 
" Good Heavens, madam, I am a 
painter," I said at last j "a painter- 
artist, if an ist you must have '* 
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She has never been near me since. 
Talk !' he went on, as though in answer 
to some unspoken remark of Waring's ; 
*yes, they can talk well enough, if that 
were all. Art, science, literature, archae- 
ology, politics, philosophy, religion— it is 
all the same ; the whole world is chat- 
tering as if it were bound to get through 
so many million of phrases ^vithin a given 
space of time. I go into society ; I have 
to go — I'm not one of your hermits ; I 
get melancholy if I shut myself up, and 
I should end by blowing my brains out. 
Besides, I am a talker myself. But I 
vow to you, the eternal chatter about 
everything in heaven and earth sends me 
home at times with my brain buzzing as 
though it were a hive of bees. The 
talking women are the worst; they have 
no sense of fitness ; their shop windows 
are always open, with 'flaring gas, and 
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all their stock of goods spread out for 
show. I'll tell you a story about that, 
Waring. 

^ I have an English niece, the daughter 
of a sister of mine, who married in Eng- 
land. This girl — she's a pretty girl, too 
— has come out lately to Rome, to stay 
with a friend of her own age. They are 
literary, oh, very literary, both of them, 
and think they know everything under 
the sun, and beyond the sun too. Well, 
my niece wrote to me the day after her 
arrival, to say she could not come to 
«ee me, as she was knocked up with her 
journey; so would I go to see her. I 
thought it ^ pretty attention on her part 
to an old uncle; and at the appointed 
hour I went. I hadn't seen her for more 
than two years, and she is my favourite 
sister's child. I had a hundred things 
to ask her about her mother and her 
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home ; a lonely old fellow like me thinks 
a good deal of that sort of thing. I went, 
and what did I find? A German pro- 
fessor seated with the two girls, and a pro- 
found discussion going on as to whether 
the Greek gods were fat or thin as com- 
pared TOth Buddha. Oh, you may laugh ; 
but it is a fact, I assure you. For me^ 
after " How d'ye do, uncle ?" not a word. 
I sat and listened for a while; then I 
discovered that I was not wanted in the 
least, and got up to come away. " You 
look cold, uncle," my niece was good 
enough to say as I left. And so I was 
cold, not because I had faced a bitter 
tramontana, but because, like an old fool, 
I was chilled to the heart by my reception. 
Afterwards I laughed, for it was more 
like a scene out of Moliere than anything 
I have met with in real life.' 

Waring made no immediate answer j he 
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rose, and began to pace up and down 
the room. Van Bruggen had spoken 
truly in saying he was a talker, and 
Waring had the habit of listening to 
him in silence while he ran on from 
one thing to another. Formerly, they 
had had many arguments together, for 
their views on many points were dia- 
metrically opposed ; but Waring had out- 
lived the love of argument; he had 
learned the futility of trjdng to con- 
vince people by words ; nay, the absurdity, 
when to almost every question there are 
two sides ; and Van Bruggen, for his 
part, liked to talk without being con- 
tradicted. For the moment, however, his 
words seemed exhausted. He took up 
a piece of charcoal, and began to sketch 
rapidly on an empty canvas. 

Presently Waring stopped in front of his 
teasel. 
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^ Does Miss Capel ever come here ?' he 
said. 

' Miss Capel, my good fellow ! What 
should bring Miss Capel here? Fm not 
painting her portrait.' 

' People sometimes come to studios to 
look at pictures; said Waring, smiling a 
little. 

* People come every day to look at my 
pictures, but not Miss Capel,' said the 
artist. ' Miss Capel doesn't particularly 
care about pictures ; she has not been 
brought up among a class of people who 
affect to care about art.' 

' I thought everyone cared about art,' 
said Waring ; ' I imagined there was no- 
thing so much the fashion. I speak as a 
barbarian, no doubt ; one forgets the shib- 
boleths of society in travelling, and the 
world moves so fast in these days that it 
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becomes hard to catch up in the race if 
one happens to fall behind.' 

'Yes, yes, you are a barbarian,' said 
Van Bruggen, nodding ; ' you take in the 
large outlines of society, but the delicate 
shades, the details, the nuances escape 
you. That conies of living among canni- 
bals and anthropophagi. Oh, everyone 
cares about art in one sense — you are 
right there ; for that is what is strange 
about society, that it can never let art 
alone. It can leave law and divinity and 
commerce on one side, but about art it 
must be for ever fidgeting and concerning 
itself Oh, art is deplorably the fashion ; 
you are right tbere too. But there is also 
a large class of fashionable society that 
does not ignore art, that might even pa- 
tronise it if it came in its way, but that 
regards it — ^how shall I express myself? — 
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as a trivial accident, a fringe, an embroi- 
dery on the bottom of a skirt, good for 
people who wear such things, and the 
craftsman who makes his bread by them. 
Ecco ! and it is in that class Miss Capel 
has been brought up. I do not say she 
looks on art like that ; she concerns her- 
self little about it ; her head is full of 
other things. And so much the better. 
It is one of my reasons for admiring and 
liking her. She never bores me about 
pictures.' 

' I asked you,' said Waring, after a pause, 
* whether Miss Capel comes here, because 
I thought it possible that it was here she 
met with Mr. Howell. I understand you 
introduced him to her. Van Bruggen. I 
suppose you know all about him.' 

' Ah, there it is,' cried the artist, with a 
gesture of vexation — ' no, I don't know all 
about him — I know nothing whatever 
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about him. What induced me, then, to 
introduce him to Miss Capel? Well, as 
things are turning out, I wish that he, and 
I too, for that matter, had been at the 
bottom of the sea first. But this was how 
it happened. I met him at the restaurant 
where I usually dine ; we began talking ; 
the man talks well, and there is something 
interesting about him. Yes, I can't for 
the life of me help liking the fellow, though 
I believe him to be an adventurer, a swin- 
dler for anything I know. He talks the 
most arrant nonsense as if he believed 
in every word of it, till he carries one 
away against one's judgment. But he 
doesn't always talk nonsense, and that's 
where it is. He began telling me a lot 
of things about your English working- 
classes. I don't particularly care about 
your English working-classes, why should 
I ? But I always let a man talk on his 
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own subject, if he prefers it. He talked 
so well that, after I had met him a few 
times, I thought, '^This is precisely the 
sort of thing to interest Miss Capel ;" and 
so I asked leave to introduce him.' 

^But, after all, who is he?' said Waring. 

'Chi lo sa? One takes a man, more 
or less, for granted; one meets him, one 
finds him well-informed and agreeable, one 
knows his name, and that is enough.' 

'Enough for a restaurant acquaintance^ 
but not enough for introducing a man 
into a lady's house,' said Waring. 

' Well, well,' said Van Bruggen, testily, 
' do I not tell you I wish I had first 
been at the bottom of the sea ? I don't 
know who the man is ; there are plenty 
of stories afloat about him, and none of 
them true, I presume.' 

'And what about the Campagna?' 
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The artist spread out his fingers, and 
fluttered them in the air. 

' Talk/ he said, ' empty talk.' 

'Empty talk, no doubt,' said Waring. 
' I don't suppose, any more than you, that 
the Italian Government is going to make 
him a grant of the Campagna. But, if he 
is making it a scheme for making money, 
it is more than empty talk.' 

' Well, it is not I that can prevent him,' 
said Van Bruggen ; ' if there are fools to 
be taken-in by him, it is not my fault. 
I tell you I am responsible — and be 
hanged to him, as you English say — for 
introducing him to Miss Capel; but no 
further. Miss Capel has sense ; she is a 
young lady whose sense I respect ex- 
tremely. She must ' 

Van Bruggen broke off, and, taking up 
his charcoal again, went on sketching and 
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smudging out his lines fiercely. Waring 
sat down, and mth his hands clasped 
behind his head, meditated awhile. 

' Do you think Howell believes in this 
scheme himself?' he said at last. 

' m tell you what I think of Howell,' 
said Van Bruggen, breaking his charcoal 
in two, ' and then for heaven's sake, my 
good Waring, plague me no more with 
questions about him. I think he believes 
in what he pleases to believe in for the 
moment, that he works himself up into a 
state of self-deception in which he lets his 
impulses, good or bad, have their way. 
But bless my soul, I may be all wrong. 
I meet a man a dozen times more or less ; 
he impresses me favourably at first as a 
man out of the common way ; he impresses 
me unfavourably afterwards as a man 
likely to take advantage of other people 
to serve his own ends. And one impres- 
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sion may be as wrong as the other. I 
know nothing of his antecedents, and you 
are in a position to judge of him so well 
as I. And now I refuse to say one word 
more about Howell. Look herfe, what do 
you think of this sketch ? I am going to 
paint a picture from it on this canvas. 
You might give me a commission for it.' 

And the two men began to talk of 
various things. 



206 



CHAPTER IX. 

AN UNWELCOME LETTER. 

Miss Capel, left alone that evening, sat 
long after the departure of her guests, 
musing before her drawing-room fire. She 
sat with her bright eyes fixed on the 
fiames, now smiling a little, now frowning, 
as one thought rapidly succeeded another. 
Each guest in turn passed before her : 
Miss Grant, for whom she did not care at 
all, but whom she had invited because 
she was a lonely girl — Howell — ^Waring, 
her godfather's friend. Ottilie had a strong 
affection for her godfather. In all Eng- 
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land, he was the only person to whom she 
had ever been able to speak of her Ger- 
man home ; he had known and loved her 
father ; he alone had known and respected 
her mother. Waring had come to her in 
some sort as Colonel Osgood's representa- 
tive ; she had welcomed him as such, and 
she had liked him at once for himself. 
Nor, if he had but known it, had he any 
reason to be dissatisfied with the efifect of 
his words that evening on Miss Capel. 
For a moment she might be vexed, but 
for a moment only ; her nature was too 
sincere, her character too robust to be 
wounded by plain speaking. Only mis- 
understanding, captious or indifferent, 
hurt her; a groundless opposition, or a 
determination to put her in the wrong. 
None of these things had made themselves 
felt in Waring's remarks; she had been 
aware rather of a kindly accent in all he 
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said, the expression of a direct and simple 
nature, speaking from a far wider experi- 
ence than her own. Without considering 
the matter much, Ottilie felt that, if ever 
she needed a friend, she might find one in 
Mr. Waring. 

It was past midnight when she rose at 
last from her musings, not because she 
was tired, but because it was time to go 
to bed. Perfect health, a strong vitality, 
and the intense interest which the young 
take in the drama of life, habitually kept 
her from fatigue, both physical and men- 
tal. Sleep came in its turn, because it is 
natural to sleep; but the close of day 
brought with it no exhaustion or languor. 
The spring of life was strong within her ; 
she only chafed against restrained energies. 
She rose now, and lighting a little hand- 
lamp, passed into her bed-room to prepare 
for the night, before going the last thing, 
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as she always did, to see Tante Lena. 
The old woman went to bed early, peasant- 
fashion; but she slept little amid her 
strange surroundings, and these late visits 
from Ottilie broke into and shortened the 
long nights. 

Ottilie's bed-room adjoined the salon, a 
door communicating between the two 
rooms. It was a lofty, rather bare apart- 
ment, with uncarpeted, red-tiled floor, and 
painted walls and ceiling. A simplicity 
almost amounting to austerity reigned in 
its arrangement. A square table with 
books and writing materials, stood in the 
centre of the room, in front of a hard little 
tapestry-covered couch ; some chairs were 
ranged against the walls; the dressing, 
table and mirror were pushed into a corner 
out of the way, leaving the window free. 
It stood wide open to the night, and the 
long muslin curtains falling in front of it 
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swayed gently to and fro in the slight 
breeze. A narrow white bed stood close 
by the window, and beside it, on a small 
table, lay a Bible and prayer-book, together 
with a small, much-worn book of German 
devotions, bound in black leather. On a 
nail above, hung a black and silver rosary, 
with a wreath of withered leaves. Propped 
up against the wall, on the table below, 
was a portrait drawn in red chalk, the 
head of a young and lovely woman, with 
a square-cut peasant bodice slightly indi- 
cated, and a garland of oak-leaves resting on 
her hair. It was the portrait of Ottilie's 
mother, the only one her daughter pos- 
sessed, and together with that mother's 
rosary and worn book of prayers, her most 
cherished possession. Ottilie herself be- 
longed to the Anglican Church ; it was a 
point on which her father, springing from 
a family in which politics and religion 
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were an unalterable tradition, had felt so 
strongly that it had never even been dis- 
<3ussed ; but her mother had been a devout 
Catholic. 

The young girl set down her lamp and 
began her preparations for the night. She 
had already put on her dressing-gown and 
loosened her hair, when her eyes fell on a 
thin foreign letter lying on her writing- 
table. It had arrived in the course of the 
evening, and the servant, knowing her 
mistress to be engaged, had taken it to her 
bed-room and forgotten it. Miss Capel 
contemplated it for a minute as it lay 
there. It was not a very welcome letter ; 
the handwriting was familiar to her, and 
she anticipated little pleasure in reading 
it. But, as the most unpleasant letters in 
the world have to be read, after that 
minute's hesitation, she took it up and 
opened it. 
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' My dear Ottilie,' — ^it ran ; ^ You will 
be surprised — ^more surprised than pleased, 
I fear — to learn that I am contemplating 
a visit to Rome. At my age, and with my 
infirmities, such an undertaking is no light 
matter. I shall, however, send Conrad on 
with ,the heavy luggage a day before, to 
engage rooms and railway compartments. 
Ann will accompany me, of course; and 
William, who is very intelligent, will be 
able to see after minor matters until we 
rejoin Conrad at Paris and at Turin. In 
this way I hope to accomplish the journey 
without too much difficulty. I had at 
first some thoughts of going by the Riviera^ 
and spending a few days with my very 
dear and old friend. Lady Somers, at 
Cannes. But on consideration it appeared 
to me that the change from the cold of 
England to the warmth of the Riviera, 
and thence back into the cold of Italy, 
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would involve too many risks. I shall 
therefore take the more direct route, with 
as few delays as my increasing infirmities 
wiU permit. 

' I need hardly say, however, that with 
every precaution, the journey will be a 
very serious undertaking, and nothing 
would have induced me to contemplate 
it for a moment, but the very extraordi- 
nary reports that reach me from Rome 
of my granddaughter's mode of life, I 
am perfectly aware, my dear Ottilie, that 
I have no sort of authority over you. You 
have insisted on the fact — ^if not by word, 
at least by conduct — ^too frequently since 
you have been your own mistress to leave 
me any doubts as to your sentiments on 
that point. Nevertheless, the advice of an 
old woman of seventy, whose experience 
of the world has been exceptionally varied, 
may not be without some influence upon a 
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young girl of your age, even though her 
opinions be as positive as your own. At 
any rate, I could not reconcile it with my 
conscience to see one of my granddaughters 
pursuing a headlong path of folly that can 
only end in ruin, without saying one word 
to arrest her. Conduct that would be 
absolutely incredible in anyone else be- 
longing to me causes me less surprise in 
you, my dear Ottilie, since the old motto. 
Noblesse oblige, is one that most unhappily 
from your birth and early associations can 
have but little meaning for you. What 
one parent never knew, and the other 
chose to ignore, must necessarily be a 
dead letter for their child. Nevertheless, 
for the last fourteen years nothing proper 
to the training of a young woman of 
family has been neglected in your educa- 
tion ; your choice of low society and im- 
proper associates has therefore been made 
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deliberately and with open eyes; and so 
far, it is impossible for me to hold you 
without blame. For the present, however, 
I refrain jfrom further comment. What 
I tave to say can best be said by word 
of mouth, and in the course of a week 
or so, should the state of the weather 
and of my health permit of my travelling, 
I hope to be in Rome. 

' Your cousin Jane is with me just now 
with her children. She is kept in con- 
stant anxiety by these rumours of a cam- 
paign in the East, as it is thought probable 
that, in the event of war, the Household 
troops might be sent on active service: 
and in the contrary event she is certain 
that her husband would volunteer. But 
so many of these rumours end in nothing 
that I myself think her anxiety is ground- 
less. Her children are charming. The 
eldest boy especially is the image of what 
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your grandfather was at that age, as he 
appears in his portrait hung in the great 
drawing-room. 

' With love, I remain, my dear Ottilie, 
' Your affectionate grandmother, 

' Sarah Capel.' 

Miss Capel read this letter through with 
a crimsoning cheek and darkening brow. 
She crushed it up in her hand when she 
had finished, and flung it from her with 
an indignant^esture. 

' It is unjiM and most untrue — grand- 

mamma knows it is untrue ' she said 

to herself, pacing the room the while with 
impetuous steps. All at once she paused, 
and clasping her hands above her head, 
stood gazing before her; then picking up her 
letter, she smoothed it out, hastily twisted 
up her fallen hair, and lamp and letter in 
hand, made her way to Tante Lena's room. 
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The old woman slept in a small chamber 
opening out of the larger apartment that 
had been arranged for her use. A feeble 
oil-wick burned before a carved wooden 
image of a saint; over her bed a small 
figure, also carved in dark wood, sup- 
ported a holy- water cup below a crucifix ; 
through the high window, from which 
blind and curtain had been drawn aside, 
friendly stars looked in. Some touch of 
homely poetry seemed to mingle with the 
austere and alien Roman atmosphere and 
soften it to the old peasant uprooted from 
her native soil. Ottilie checked her hasty 
steps as she approached the door. She 
entered noiselessly, shielding her lamp 
with her hand; but the precaution, was 
needless; Tante Lena was awake, with 
the broad wakefulness that waits on the 
nights of old age. Her piercing eyes 
softened as her niece came to her bedside, 
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she half-raised herself, and extended one 
hand from beneath the down coverlet, 
Ottilie set down the lamp, and, kneeling 
by the old woman, put her arm round 
her with infinite tenderness. 

' Dear Tante Lena, you are not sleeping 
again,' she said. ' I wish I could do some- 
thing for you. Would you like some 
herb-tea? I will make it for you in a 
moment.' 

' No, child, no ; I could not take it,* 
said the old woman ; ' and I shall sleep 
soundly enough by-and-by, to make up 
for my wakeful nights now. Only some- 
times as I lie here, I dream that my grave 
is being dug in this strange land, and if 
that were so, I could never rest. I should 
feel all the time that I am separated from 
my own people.' 

'You grieve me when you talk like 
that, Tante Lena. Your grave will not 
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be made for many years yet, I hope ; and 
when it is, it will be next to my mother's 
in our little churchyard on the hill, and 
mine shalf be on the other side. Tante 
Lena, would you not like to have me to 
sleep with you at night, or perhaps Lotte^ 
if I could get her to come ? You would 
not lie awake and dream such things then, 
perhaps.' 

'No, child, I am best alone. I think 
my own thoughts, and they are thoughts 
such as old people have, and that you 
young ones would not understand. I like 
best to be alone.' 

Ottilie made no direct answer, but she 
kissed the withered hands she held in hers 
again and again, and laid her cheek ten- 
derly against them. Tante Lena was the 
first to break the silence. 

'You ought to be in bed, Ottilie,' she 
said, releasing one hand to stroke the girl's 
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hair ; ' sleep is stronger than all with the 
young, and so it should be, for life is often 
a hard and difficult matter to them.' 

' I have no wish to sleep, Tante Lena, 
I am not tired, and I have had a letter 
that has made me feel more wakeful than 
I ever felt in my life before. I have had 
a letter from grandmamma ; she is coming 
to Rome.' 

The old woman did not reply. In a 
moment Ottilie went on, with a more rapid 
utterance. 

■ 

'She is coming, she says, because she 
hears extraordinary reports of my mode 
of life. And* she says things against my 
father and mother ; she implies that it is 
no wonder that with such parents I prefer 
low company and improper associates. 
She says that I am following a path that 
can only end in ruin. She says — no, 
I will not repeat any more of what 
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she says. It makes me too angry.' 

Ottilie started to her feet, and began 
pacmg the room as before with impatient 
steps. All at once she stopped. 

'Why don't you speak, Tante Lena?* 
she said, impetuously — 'why won't you 
say something ?' 

' I am thinking, child, what it is best to 
say. And what it seems to me is this : 
that if what your grandmother writes is 
not true, we need not concern ourselves 
much about it ; but if it is true, we had 
better consider it.' 

' If it is true^ ' began the young girl. 

Her brow darkened, but she checked what- 
ever words were on her lips, and came 
again to the old woman's side. 

' What you say is quite right, no doubt, 
Tante Lena,' she said — ' oh, quite right 
and quite wise. I don't want to be angry, 
I don't want ' She pressed her lips* 



222 MADAME DB PRESNEL. 

together, her eyes filled with tears ; it was 
rarely that Ottilie's bright eyes were dimmed 
with tears. 'Grandmamma says I have 
no respect, no affection for her,' she went 
on in a moment ; ' it is not true. I have 
respect, I have affection. She is old, and I 
reverence age ; she has been kind to me 
often in her own way, and I am grateful 
to her for it. If she needed me, I would 
do anything for her in the world. But 
she does not need me. There are many 
others, there are all my cousins whom she 
cares to have with her more than she has 
ever cared to have me. And I must — I 
must shape my own way in life. I am 
not a child ; no, I do not act blindly ; I 
know quite well what I am doing. Grand- 
mamma's sympathies are with one part of 
the world ; mine are with another, or 
rather they are with all. I cannot see 
this great difference between human be- 
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ings ; we all live, love, suffer, and die in 
the same way. But I love my mother's 
people best, and I ought to ; I belong to 
them ; Tante Lena, you know that I belong 
to them ' 

Tante Lena made no answer in words. 
She only closed her. eyes and moved her 
head two or three times backwards and 
forwards on the pillow. Ottilie went on 
in a half-smothered voice, as though the 
words were forced from her. 

' I don't talk about it — I can't talk about 
it often even to you, Tante Lena; but when I 
think that for thirteen years I was allowed 
to see my mother for one month only in 
the year, that for that one month only I 
knew what it was to be really loved and 
cherished, and that all the rest of the time 
I dreaded even to mention her name lest 
she should be spoken of slightingly, I feel 
as if I never wish to hear of or to speak to 
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anyone again who does not love her mem- 
ory as I do. Her people are my people^ 
her country is my country, where she lived 
I wish to live also/ 

There was a minute's silence. * We did 
it for the best, OttiHe,' the old woman said 
then. 

'Dear Xante Lena, I am not blaming 
you ; how can you think it ? how can you 
dream it ?' said Ottilie, with great earnest- 
ness. She knelt down again by the old 
woman's side. ' I am grateful to you, 
Tante Lena,' she said ; ' all that I know I 
owe to you and my mother, who gave me 
up because she thought it best for me. 
Only, now that I am of an age to see and 
understand and judge for myself, I must 
do what I can to set the wrong that has 
run through all my life right. It was not 
you who made the wrong, Tante Lena ; it 
is you who have been one of the sufferers ; 
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it is you and my mother most of all.' 
Tante Lena raised herself into a sitting 
posture. *Ottilie,' she said, 'you are 
young, and the young have strong thoughts 
that are like wings to bear them up when 
they want to act ; and I am old and my 
mind often gets confused, and most of all 
here, where the houses and the people and 
the food and the sunshine even, are all 
strange to me. But I have lived a long life 
and I have learned many things in it that 
the young cannot know. And I have learn- 
ed that one wrong was never yet set right 
by another wrong, and that when a thing 
is false, one may repeat a hundred times 
over that it is true, and it will yet remain 
false to the end. And if your grandmother 
says in her letter that you are different 
from all these people that you get about 
you here, she says the truth ; for you are 
different and you do not belong to them, 
VOL. I. Q 
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and your mother and I did not wish yon 
to belong to them. For if we had wished 
it, we should have said years ago, " No, 
the child is ours, and we will bring her up 
in our way. She shall learn to milk the 
cows, and to spin and to churn and to work 
in the meadows, and to be a good Christian 
and nothing else." But we did not ; we 
sent you away to learn other things. And 
so, Ottilie, though you may repeat a 
hundred times over that you are like us, 
and that you belong to us, that wiU not 
make it true ; for it will remain false to the 
end.' 

The old woman spoke with the extra- 
ordinary energy that came to her in 
moments of excitement, her voice rising 
with her last words. Ottilie stiU kneeling 
at the bedside, looked down on the coverlet 
and did not immediately answer. 

'Dear Tante Lena,' she said at last, 
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^ you do not understand, and I cannot my- 
self explain all that I feel. Only it is 
because I have learnt more and had a 
different experience from the other — from 
other people, that I feel about them as I 
do. If I had always had a life like theirs 
it would have been quite different, I dare- 
say. I mean that it might have seemed 
natural to me that there should be ignor- 
ance and hardships and not much else all 
one's life. But now I know — and I may 
be wrong, but I have an idea that, as I 
feel so much with them, perhaps in time 
they might begin to feel with me.' 

' It is no good, child — and no good will 
come of it. For it is the Lord God Him- 
self who has set some men high and some 
low, and to try to change these things is 
to go against His will.' 

Again Ottilie was silent and mused 
awhile. 

q2 
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' What is it you want me to do, Tante 
Lena ?' she said at last, ' do you want me 
to go and live again with grandmamma ? 
I cannot do that. For three years I lived 
the sort of life she thinks right and best, 
and I cannot — no, I cannot, go back to it. 
If I do not belong to you, I belong still 
less to grandmamma. Apparently I be- 
long to none.' 

There was a slight touch of bitterness in 
the last words; but looking up, Ottilie 
saw that the old peasant had sunk back on 
the piUow with dimmed eyes and hands 
that trembled on the coverlet. All the 
tenderness of the girl's nature awoke at 
once. 

'How selfish — how selfish I am to 
have kept you talking in this way,' she 
said, putting her arms round the old wo- 
man, ' why did you let me do it ? Only 
tell me one thing more, Tante Lena. Now 
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that grandmamma is coming to Rome, 
would you truly not like to go home? 
Lotte would go with you, I could easily 
arrange all that, and I would follow later. 
Tell me, Xante Lena, would you not like 
it?' 

The old woman opened her eyes, and 
looked fixedly at her niece for a minute. 

'Do you wish me to go, Ottilie?' she 
said. 

' How could I wish it, Tante Lena ? I 
wish only one thing, that we might both 
go home together. But as you would not 
have that, I want you to do what will 
make you happiest. And you would be 
happier at home.' 

The old woman was silent for a minute ; 
her hands moved restlessly to and fro. 
' No, child, I cannot leave thee,' she said 
at last, ' love is strongest of all to shield 
from harm, and there are none here to 



230 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

love you as I love you. And there are 
none now at home to love me as you love 
me. We will stay together.' 
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CHAPTER X. 



A ZITHER PLAYER. 



Miss Capel was a regular attendant at the 
English church outside the Porta del 
Popolo. Returning from afternoon ser- 
vice one Sunday about ten days after her 
dinner-party, attended by her maid, a girl 
whom she had brought with her from her 
mountain home, she ascended the slope 
from the piazza that she might walk back 
along the Pincian Hill. It was before the 
sunset hour in which that world-famed pro- 
menade is at its gayest ; a few carriages 
were beginning to drive up and down ; a 
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few nurses with their charges were loiter- 
ing about ; but the crowds of idlers and 
pedestrians that would throng the gardens 
later on had hardly yet begun to assemble ; 
and Ottilie, turning aside half way along 
the walk, stood still for a moment to gaze 
beyond the ilexes and cypresses at the 
view one cannot choose but pause to gaze 
at, from the Pincian Hill. She was stand- 
ing, looking intently before her, her hands 
resting in her muff on the low wall that 
guards the parapet, when Waring came 
up. He had not seen Miss Capel since the 
evening he dined with her ; he had left his 
card, but some engagement had prevented 
his calling on the day on which she re- 
ceived. Now he stopped and accosted her. 

^ Have you come to look at the sunset V 
he inquired, 

' No,' she said, ^ I cannot stay ; my aunt 
is expecting me at home.' And, as she 
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spoke, Waring recognised again the pecu- 
liar freshness and refinement of voice and 
accent which gave a charm to her simplest 

-words. 

^ I am trying,' she went on in a moment, 
"^ to understand Rome.' 

Waring smiled. ' That is an undertak- 
ing indeed,' he said. ' You have a great 
deal of courage, Miss Capel. I gave it up 
long ago.' 

'Did you?' she said, smiling too. 'I 
a,m glad of that, for I believe I shall soon 
have to do the same. I am glad to have 
^ fellow-recreant.' 

Her eyes left the horizon and slowly 
traversed all Rome, till they rested on the 
hill just below the wall, terraced in gar- 
dens with pansies and marigolds and such 
homely plants. '.Those little flowers have 
a friendly look,' she said ; ' I feel disposed 
to thank them for growing against the 
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walls of Rome. I must bring Xante Lena 
here to see them. Roses and magnolias 
would not please her so well.' 

She made a movement to go as she 
spoke, and her prayer-book, lying loosely 
in her muff, fell to the ground. Waring 
picked it up and gave it to her. 

'You have been to church, I see,' he 
said. ' Do you always go ?' 

' On Sundays, yes,' she answered. 

'Ah! then on that point we are not 
fellow-recreants,' said Waring. 'I don't 
go.' He turned and walked at her side as 
she moved away. ' I wonder,' he went on^ 
in a moment, 'whether you think that 
very wrong ?' 

He looked at her as he spoke ; his voice 
expressed both interest and curiosity, 
Ottilie answered without hesitation. 

' Of course not,' she said, warmly. ' I 
know — ^how can I help knowing? — ^how 
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much people's opinions differ on those 
points. Wrong ! I don't think goodness 
consists in church-going, but in doing 
what is good.' 

' Why, then, if I may inquire, do you 
go ?' said Waring. 

' I like it,' she answered, simply ; ' and it 
helps one, I think.' 

' Ah — well, if I thought it would help 
me, I suppose I might go too,' he answered. 

Miss Capel made no reply. Apparently 
the subject was not one she cared to dis- 
cuss. They walked along side by side, 
lihle Annerl, the maid, following with 
wide-open eyes and mouth. The sun wa& 
sinking fast, and as they descended the 
Spanish steps and crossed the piazza, the 
street before them was filled with the low 
light, every window and projecting point 
sparkling in the golden air. That heavenly 
glow, shining beyond the city and filling 
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its streets with golden mist and divine 
radiance, had a strange and inexpressible 
beauty. Ottilie remarked upon it to her 
companion. 

' How beautiful that is !' she said. 'Gen- 
erally the sunlight seems to desert the 
streets of Rome for the topmost storeys of 
the high houses, where one sees it shining 
far out of reach.' 

' In your heart of hearts,' said Waring, 
smiling, ' you do not love Rome.' 

' In my heart of hearts,' the young girl 
responded in her sweet and frank voice, 
' I am a mountaineer, and love nothing so 
well as the mountains. It is quite true ; 
there are times when I feel that all the 
sights of Rome are worth nothing com- 
pared with a run up the mountain-side 
through the pastures and the pinewoods, 
on a summer morning before the dew is 
off the grass.' 
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Waring was silent for a minute. 

' Do you know what you ought to do ? 
You ought to ride on the Campagna,' 
he said then. 'There is nothing like it 
for shaking oif the dust of Rome. Do 
you never go there ?' 

' This winter,' she answered, ' I have not 
ridden at all. I have no horse and no 
one to ride with. Those are not good 
reasons, since both a horse and an attend- 
ant are easily to be had ; but, since I came 
to Rome, I have found so much to do 
that I have hardly thought about riding. 
Once or twice I have driven out to the 
Campagna with Madame de Presnel. Tante 
Lena does not like driving.' 

'You have so much to do — ^what do 
you do in Rome ?' said Richard, with hiff 
friendly smile. ^A good deal of sight- 
seeing, after all, I suppose ?' 

* A good deal,' she answered, hesitating 
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a little; 'not quite so much now as at 
first. Rome was very empty of strangers 
when I first came. It was pleasanter then.^ 
She stood stillj and held out her hand. 
^Good-bye, Mr. Waring,' she said; 'our 
ways part here, I believe, and I must make 
haste back to Tante Lena.' 

'There is one thing, if I may remind 
you,' he said, detaining her for a moment, 
' that you have not done yet. You have 
not played to me, as you promised, on the 
zither. When may I come and hear you?' 

'Do you mean that you really care 
about it?' she said. 'I shall be very 
happy to play to you whenever you like.' 
She considered a moment. ' To-morrow I 
have an engagement,' she said, ' but after 
to-morrow — on Tuesday afternoon, I shall 
be at home and at leisure. Can you come 
then ?' 
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He agreed to do so, and on that friendly 
understanding they parted. 

Waring, on arriving at Miss Capel's 
house the following Tuesday, was shown, 
not into the salon, but into the room 
fitted up for Tante Lena's use. The old 
woman was there, in her arm-chair by 
the stove ; she was again in her peasant 
dress, and seated there with her knitting 
in her hand, might have served as an 
illustration to a German picture-book. 
She looked up as Waring entered, and 
greeted him with one of her sad and 
piercing glances. Ottilie was there also, 
her zither on the table before her. She 
was playing when Waring entered, but at 
once left off to welcome him. 

* Tante Lena thinks it right you should 
hear the zither in here,' she said, ^ where 



240 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

there is something to remind you of its 
native land. But we cannot make thi& 
room look much like a peasant-stube.' 

' Oh, a zither makes its own local col- 
ouring,' said Waring. 'I like to hear it 
anywhere. But this room has certainly 
more of the right atmosphere about it 
than one would expect to find in Rome. 
You were playing when I came in ; won^t 
you go on ?' 

' It is my one accomplishment, as I told 
you,' said the young girl, drawing the 
zither towards her, ' and I am proud of it. 
But, as I also told you the other evening, 
I only play quite simple things, such as 
landler and volkslieder. I know nothing 
at all elaborate.' 

She began to play; and at her touch 
the little delicate soul that dwells within 
a zither" came answering with its far-ofi^ 
suggestive, spirit-like voice. For Waring 
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it had an unspeakable charm of associa- 
tion, recalling his youthful, his student 
days, his wanderings by himself or with 
comrades young and hopeful as him- 
self through the fresh German mountain- 
land, beloved of youth. Again, at the 
bidding of the landler, he heard the 
rhythmic beat of feet upon the wooden 
floors ; again, in some volkslied, he heard 

voices mingling in chorus with the rush 
• of water down grassy alps, with the rust- 
ling and murmur of the forest green. He 
sat with his arms folded, looking vaguely 
before him through his spectacles, while 
one scene after another passed before his 
mind. 

All at once Ottilie ceased playing. 
Tante Lena had dropped her knitting, and 
sat with trembling hands outspread on 
her lap, a reluctant tear reddening each 
shrunken eyelid. The girl went up to her^ 

VOL. I. R 
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and taking one of the hands in hers, kissed 
it tenderly. 

^Next summer, Xante Lena,' she mur- 
mured, 'Franz and Sepperl shall play to 
us.' 

The old woman shook her head and 
began knitting again \vith a heavy sigh. 
Ottilie looked at her ; a look in which ten- 
derness, perplexity, and a profounrl solici- 
tude were mingled ; then sighing too, she 
came back to the table. 

' I wish the summer would come,' she 
said, with an accent of despondency. 

' Are you really anxious to leave Rome ?' 
said Waring. 

' On Tante Lena's account, yes,' she an- 
swered. *For myself, of course it does 
not matter where I am — ' She sat droop- 
ing and silent for a minute ; then, with an 
air of dismissing the subject, ' I am going 
to play you one of my favourite volkslieder, 
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Mr. Waring/ she said. ' I hope it is a 
favourite of yours also.' 

She leaned forward over the zither again, 
but her fingers had hardly touched it, 
when the door opened, and Annerl entered 
with a letter. • A man- servant, she said, 
was waiting for an answer. Ottilie read 
the note, hesitated, then half smiling, 
passed it across the table to Waring. It 
ran as follows : — 

' My DEAR Ottilie, 

'Will you join my husband 
and myself in a ride on the Campagna 
to-morrow ? Mr. Waring has promised to 
be also of the party. You have no horse, 
I believe, for the moment, but we are de- 
lighted to "place one of ours at your dis- 
posal. It will be charming, if you can 
come. We will call for you at three. 

' Laure. 
b2 



244 MADAME DE PRKSNEL. 

' P.S. — ^Yourself, you know ; not any 
dressmaker or tailor or candlestick-maker, 
who might perhaps enjoy our society less 
than you do theirs/ 

'What nonsense Laure writes!' said 
Waring, with some Avarmth. 

' Oh,' said Ottilie, with her frank laugh, 
^ I do not at all mind what Laure says ; 

she is good-natured always ' She took 

the note, and reading it through again, sat 
considering, frowning a little Avith an air 
of doubt. Waring watched her. 

* You will be able to go, I hope,' he said 
in a minute ; ' you have no engagement ?' 

' No,' she said, hesitating, ' I have no 

engagement. I was only wondering ^ 

She broke oif. 'It is kind oT Laure to 
propose it,' she said ; ' yes, I will go. If 
you will excuse me for one minute, Mr. 
Waring, I -will write and tell her so.' 
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She rose and went to a side table, where 
■some books and writing materials lay. 
Waring also rose and crossed the room to 
Tante Lena. The old peasant dropped her 
knitting at his approach, and lifting her 
eyes to his, looked fixedly at him. 

'Ah, you have done nothing to help 
me, ' she said, in a murmur hardly 
audible. 

'That is true,' said Waring, drawing 
forward a chair ; ' I was about to tell 
you ' 

'Not now,' she said, raising her hand 

quickly ; then, with a sudden change of 

manner; 'What is it, Lotte? — what do 

you want, child? Why do you stand there 
in the doorway?' 

Waring looked round. Beside the half- 
open door, where the maid was waiting for 
Miss Capel's note, stood the young German 
^rl, as though doubtful whether to ad- 
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vance. She was without her bonnet ; her 
work, with which her fingers were still 
busy as she waited, was in her hands ; 
a large pair of scissors hung at her 
side. She came forward at Xante Lena's 
words. 

* I have come for Miss Capel,' she said,, 
hesitatingly, glancing at Ottilie. Then bend- 
ing forward to Tante Lena ; ^ Mr. Howell is 
here,' she said, in a low voice. 

'Well, child, tell Miss Capel,' said the 
old woman, abruptly. — ' Ottilie,' she said^ 
raising her voice. 

Ottilie had risen from her writing-table, 
and was folding and closing her note. 
'Wh^.t is it, Tante Lena?' she said. ' Here,. 
Annerl — here is the note. Am I wanted, 
Lotte? I am engaged just now, as you 
see.' 

* Ottilie,' said the old peasant, in her 
severe and melancholy voice, * Mr. Howell 
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is here. Do you wish him shown into this 
room ?' 

^ By no means, Tante Lena,' said Ottilie, 
promptly, ' unless you particularly desire 
it. This is your room, you know; it is 
only by your invitation that my visitors 
come in here. Is there a good fire in the 
salon, Lotte ? You have your work there, 
have you not? Mr. Howell has come 
before the hour I appointed.' 

Waring, who had taken up his hat, 
turned to her. ' I also have an appoint- 
ment,' he said, looking at his watch, ' and 
I must go, for I am behindhand already, I 
find. Thank you for the pleasure you 
have given me this afternoon ; it has been 
a very great pleasure. To-morrow, then, I 
may hope to see you again ?' 

' Yes, if the weather be fine — I hope it 
will be fine,' she answered. 

She gave him her hand cordially, but 



248 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

her manner, he thought, was slightly pre- 
occupied. He went away perplexed, nay, 
disturbed. What precisely could be the 
relations between herself and Mr. Howell ? 
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CHAPTER XL 

A RUINED TEMPLE OF BACCHUS. 

If Waring had done nothing to help the 
old peasant woman out of her difficulties, 
it was by no means that he had forgotten 
the confidence she had reposed in him. 
He had, as we have seen, questioned his 
friend Van Bruggen, and h^ had made 
like inquiries in one or two other quarters 
where he thought he might be able to get 
information. But no one knew, few people 
cared apparently, anything about Mr. 
Howell ; and for the rest, an inquisition 
into another man's past was as little to 
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Waring's taste as can be imagined. He had^ 
moreover, the dislike that a practical man 
of the world would naturally feel, towards 
meddling with other people's business. 
' This is no concern of mine,' is a formula 
with which he would have been prompt to 
dismiss any other affair of the kind ; but 
Miss Capel interested him — ^yes, undoubt- 
edly she interested him — she interested 
him to a degree which made him feel that 
nothing that concerned her nearly, could 
be a matter of indifference to him. And 
yet, when he reached that point, necessity^ 
not inclination, a sense of the recent date 
of their acquaintance, of the impossibility 
of active interference on his part, obliged 
him to fall back upon his first decision,, 
' All this is no concern of mine.' 

It was he, however, who had suggested 
to Laure that she should ask Miss Capel 
to join her in one of her daily rides. 
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Donna Laura, who was always charmed to- 
do a good-natured thing when it occurred 
to her, had agreed at once with the best 
grace in the world ; and at the appointed 
hour the several members of the party- 
were riding leisurely through the winding^ 
Roman streets on their way to the Cam- 
pagna. 

Their aim, since an aim their ride must 
have, was a certain lonely and ruined 
little Temple of Bacchus. Laure, insisting 
that she had a thousand things to say to 
Waring, whom she accused of never com- 
ing near her, rode on with him in front, 
Miss Capel followed with the prince. 
They were rather a silent couple. The 
young man looked at his companion kind- 
ly from time to time. He admired Miss 
Capel ; her fresh, bright-eyed youthfulness 
and ingenuous expression pleased him,, 
and he had the habit of defending her 
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against his mfe's half-laughing, half-mali- 
cious strictures. ' Does the horse content 
you ? Do you find its motion easy ?' he 
inquired now, every ten minutes or so. 
But he was a man of slow utterance and 
few words. ^Very true.' 'Eh, who shall 
say T Such were his invariable replies to 
Miss Capel's remarks and questions; and 
presently as they passed through the 
gate, and found themselves outside the 
city walls, silence fell on them altogether. 
Ottilie on her side was well content to be 
silent ; Rome had not yet lost its strange- 
ness and its wonder for her ; on the con- 
trary, they grew upon her every day ; and 
politeness only had urged her to keep up 
the flagging conversation until now. 
Their way led for a time through the 
desolate Roman suburbs ; long yellowish- 
white or grey walls tufted with grass, 
over-grown by weeds, with peeling stucco 
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showing the brick below ; walls with frag- 
ments of ruin built into them, and now 

and then a tiled gateway, an old arch 
framing a space of intense blue sky; 
shabby osterias with ^spaccio di vino* 
written up, and decorated with some rude 
painting or ornament ; deserted-looking 
houses with closed shutters and fading 
paint, with neglected gardens of cypresses 
and ilexes. It seemed long to the riders 
before they were free from that sad mon- 
otony of shabbiness which lies around 
Rome like a fringe of dust on a disused re- 
gal garment, and yet which like everything 
left to itself in Rome, assumes an individu- 
ality that redeems it from all the deadness 
of the commonplace. But houses and 
walls were left behind at last, and in front 
lay the Campagna. For some little dis- 
tance the whole party rode on at quicken- 
ed pace ; but presently donna Laura 
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Tcining in her horse, awaited the arrival 
of the other two, who were a few paces 
l)ehind. 

' Luigi,' she said to her husband as he 
came up, 'I am going to have a gallop;' 
and at the word she started off across the 
Campagna, followed by the prince, who, 
an excellent rider, rejoined her in a few 
seconds. Waring laughed as he looked 
after them. 

'How like Laure,' he said, addressing 
Ottilie, ' she never in her life let an im- 
pulse escape her, and marriage has not 
altered her in the least. Well, we are 
left behind. Shall we overtake them ?' 

' Not unless you wish to,' said Ottilie, 
^ I don't want only to ride ; I want to 
enjoy the Campagna. I come here so sel- 
dom. Is that the Temple of Bacchus? 
Do you think we could get in ?' 

Waring hailed a little shepherd lad who 
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stood gazing at them from a short dis- 
tance, and bidding him hold the horses, 
he dismounted and helped Ottilie to 
alight. They left the road, and walked 
across the short grass towards the little 
temple standing lonely in the flooding 
sunlight. Long since it had been convert- 
ed into a Christian church, deserted in its 
turn now ; a little building of red brick 
walls, with red brick pediment and terra 
cotta mouldings surmounting the Corin- 
thian pillars that, imbedded in the walls, 
had once supported the portico. The door 
was open and the two entered the chill, 
vaulted place, with its crumbling stucco 
and faded frescoes ; at the further end stood 
a dismantled altar, with one decrepit 
candlestick. The great and solemn chant 
of life and death which for ever rising 
from the walls of Rome, consecrates them 
to each succeeding generation, seemed 
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echoing also in this void and silent spot^ 
Neither Waring spoke nor Ottilie, In 
silence they looked round, and silently 
passed out again into the sunshine, inta 
the presence of the wide and lovely plain, 
the lovelier for that brief interlude of sha- 
dow and decay. Around them, under the 
cloudless sky, stretched the vast wave& 
of the Campagna, covered with shorty 
brownish grass and last year's dead plants ; 
brambles and mthered flowers, and tall 
white ghost-like thistles. Far off, the 
snowy mountain-tops hung in mid-air 
above the faint hazy hills that melted into 
distance ; in front the long lines of the 
aqueducts crossed the plain, each ruined 
arch framing an azure space of hill. Hard 
by, flocks of sheep and grey long-horned 
cattle were feeding, near to where a little 
wood of thick ilexes descended from some 
sacred grove, confronted the sunshine with 
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its deep immemorial shade. Behind, Rome 
seemed to float in the purple haze, St. 
Peter's rising in the midst, the old city 
walls stretching away on either hand. 
Spring was in the air, cheering, lifting the 
heart ; a veritable inspiration through the 
exquisite charm and loveliness of the 
melting, floating atmosphere, the far-off 
shining snow of the mountains, the radiant, 
life-giving sunshine. Ottilie stood holding 
up her habit with one hand, looking round 
her with bright intent eyes, her lips parted 
for a moment, as though to drink in all 
the ecstasy of the transparent golden air. 

'There is something,' she said at last, 
' in a day like this that makes me feel like 
a child again ; I suppose because every- 
thing is so wide and beautiful, as the 
whole world seemed to me when I was 
little. I hear people sometimes speak of 
childhood as though it were an unhappy 
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age, and that always seems strange to me. 
Do you think it is an unhappy age, Mr. 
Waring ?' 

' I suppose it may be to many children/ 
he said ; ^ yes, to most children, perhaps, 
in some ways. I should be sorry myself 
ever to be so miserable again as I some- 
times was as a little fellow — ^in my first 
school-days, for instance ; and yet, it is true 
that when I look back, all that seems more 
than compensated by what I remember of 
the immense sense of freshness and mystery 
that the world made upon me. That is 
what you mean, I suppose.' 

' Yes, that is what I mean,' said Ottilie. 
^ Oh, how big the world was. I remember 
how strange and endless the pinewoods 
seemed to me when my father took me 
into them, what wonderful glades and 
dells and waterfalls there were, that I can 
never find now. He used to sit down in 
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the woods and read me Grimm's fairy- 
tales. I remember how the birds and 
flowers used to look, and the distance 
through the trees with the sunlight and 
shadows, while he was reading. Oh, I 
-could not describe how it used all to look — 
And in the winter evenings I had a book 
full of pictures of Africa and America to 
look at ; what a long way off Africa seemed 
— ^further than the sun and the moon are 
in these days. And there were some shells 
in a cabinet that he told me came from 
Naples ; and then he used to point to the 
south and tell me that there, beyond the 
mountains, were Naples and Italy. No- 
thing can ever be so wonderful as Italy 
seemed to me then — and I am in Italy 
now — and yet how beautiful, how beautiful 
it all is !' 

She turned and looked towards Rome, 
her head a little raised, her profile at once 

s2 
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delicate and full of life and spirit, defined 
against the sky. ^ You had a happy child- 
hood, then,' said Waring, in a moment; 
* that is a gain for all one's life.' 

* Yes, until I was seven years old. After 
that, everything was changed; but still 
the world was beautiful. I remember how 
big the primroses looked, and how high 
the banks were in the lanes where I walked 
with my nurse in Sussex. I wish the 
primroses had remained as big-not that it 
would make much difference now.' 

Her face changed. She stood gazing 
wistfully before her, with her brows con- 
tracted a little, as was her habit when 
in thought. 

^ On a day like this ' she began 

presently. 

' You were going to say ' said War- 
ing, as she did not immediately finish the 
sentence. 
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'Nothing very wise, perhaps,' she an- 
swered; 'but I was thinking that on a 
day like this I find it hard to agree with 
Mr. Howell that the Campagna ought to 
be covered with Roman suburbs.' 

' Why trouble yourself about the Cam- 
pagna ?' said Waring, after a pause. ' The 
whole matter is so beyond the reach of 
any action of ours, that I don't know why 
you should allow it to become a nightmare 
to you.' 

She looked at him in some surprise. 
'I want to think rightly about it,' she 
said. ' It seems to me one ought to have 
right thoughts about things, even when 
there is no possibility of action.' 

' Yes, that is very true — ' said Waring. 

' So true as to be a truism, you mean,' 
she said, smiling a little. ' But that does 
not make it any easier. It is very hard, 
I find, to think justly and impartially, 
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though it is what I desire more than any- 
thing else.' 

She spoke quite simply, her bright eyes 
still fixed on the shining view before her. 
^Yes, it is hard; she went on, in a 
moment; 'life is very difficult.' 

' Life is so difficult,' said Waring, look- 
ing down, and digging at a clump of 
grass with the butt-end of his riding- 
whip, Hhat it seems to me necessary to 
suspend one's judgment on a variety of 
subjects, feeling that it is impossible to 
get a fair knowledge of the premisses. 
One can hardly help having an opinion^ 
but I see no reason for assuming invari- 
ably that that opinion should be finaL 
As a rule, I find that the matters in 
which I have a practical concern in life 
are those concerning which I can best 
manage to come to a fixed decision. And 
so,' he concluded, smiling, ' I allow myself 
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an hour's undisturbed enjoyment of the 
Campagna.' 

Ottilie looked at him doubtfully. ' That 
— that is not how great reforms are 
accomplished,' she said. 

^ Perhaps not — ^perhaps, on the other 
hand, more than you think. But then 
I am not a speculative reformer, you 
know ; and I don't care about theorizing 
unless I am sure of my facts.' 

'Do you mean you have no sympathy 
with great ideas ?' said Ottilie, looking 
him full in the face. 

He did not immediately answer. ' Let 
me speak honestly,' he said at last, with 
a sudden resolution. 'We are talking, 
I suspect, just now at cross-purposes. 
You are speaking generally, and I have 
a particular instance in my mind. Mr. 
Howell is currently reported to be trying 
to get up a company for reclaiming the 
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Campagna ; in fact, I inferred from what 
he said the other night at dinner that 
he has some such scheme in his mind. 
Such a scheme lies, I suppose, within 
the region of what may be termed great 
ideas; but, as he puts it, it is merely 
folly, and as a reasonable being he has 
no right to try to delude himself or other 
people with it.' 

^Why should it be folly,' said Ottilie, 
quickly, * if he can get enough money ?' 

^He could not. Who is Mr. Howell 
that men should entrust large sums of 
money to him for such a purpose ? It is 
difficult to suppose that he can believe in 
the scheme himself.' 

'You do not like Mr. Howell,' said 
Ottilie, looking away. 

' That is an irrelevant answer I should 
hardly have expected from you,' said 
Waring, smiling; 'what has my liking 
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or not liking Mr. Howell to do with the 
matter? I am speaking of his scheme, 
not of himself. You must remember that 
I hardly know him.' 

Miss Capel did not at once reply. She 
stood motionless as before, gazing straight 
before her across the Campagna to the 
hills, but with eyes that no longer seemed 
to note the loveliness of the scene. 

* Why do you say all this to me ?' she 
inquired suddenly, turning to Waring. 

The question took him slightly aback, 
Why indeed ? * Because you inspire me 
with an extraordinary interest, and I don't 
wish to see you deluded by a scheming 
speculator,' was the answer that rose 
almost to his lips ; but he did not speak 
it. On the contrary, he said something 
quite different, equally true, though not 
true to the same degree. 'I feel some 
interest,' he said, * in Mr. Howell. I know 
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him very little, as I said just now; I have 
seen him only twice at your house. But 
he is a man who makes himself remarked, 
and I should like to know more of him. 
You yourself, however, if I understood you 
rightly, do not know very much about him.' 
' I do not know much about Mr. Howell 
in one way; he talks so little of himself ; his^ 
mind is full of other things, as I told you 
the other evening. But I think I know 
himself very well, and I know that he ha» 
been through a great deal of trouble and 
misunderstanding, and that he has be- 
haved very nobly through it all.' 
'Did you hear that from himself?' 
* How unfair — ^how unjust you are !' said 
Ottilie, with a flash of indignation ; ' there 
are things that one understands without 
their being told. Even from people's^ 
reservations, one can learn a great deal 
about them.' 
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She gathered up her habit and began 
walking across the uneven ground to 
where the horses and the boy were wait- 
ing in a patch of shade. Again Waring 
felt dissatisfied with himself ; he had vexed 
Miss Capel; he had done no good. He 
had, moreover, a sense that in talking to 
Ottilie, he talked a little on one side of 
his convictions, that he spoke with a 
didactic purpose, as one is apt to speak 
to children, through fear of giving a bias 
to their opinion before their judgment is 
formed. An enthusiast and a theorist on 
more sides than one, an eternal speculator, 
like all men of science, along certain lines 
of thought, he yet found himself posing, 
he imagined, as a positive and narrowly- 
practical man ; and it seemed to him un- 
worthy of his sincerity and hers. The 
same regret that had come over him at 
the Fountain of Trevi saddened him now. 
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Experience is good ; but to be animated 
by the boundless hopes, the high, nnrea- 
soning enthusiasms of youth, is sometimes 
better. 

They had reached the horses, and two 
rapidly advancing forms in the distance 
showed that Laure and the prince were 
returning from their gallop. Ottilie turned 
to Waring. 

* Forgive my last words,' she said, with 
her rapid utterance. * I think you mean 
kindly towards me, and you are not really 
unfair, I am sure. And, pray, don't think 
me so conceited as I must seem to you. 
I know I am very inexperienced — I wish 
I had more experience — only, when I feel 
a thing strongly, I can't help speaking as 
I feci; 

Richard's face brightened. 'I don't 
think anything but what is good of you,' 
ho said, ^ and I mean kindly towards you ; 
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that is most true. Now, may I help you 
to mount ?' 

They all rode back together to Rome, 
but now the order was changed, since 
donna Laura and her husband still kept 
together in front, and Waring and Ottilie 
followed behind. Not many words passed 
between them, but in their silence there 
lay neither displeasure nor constraint. 
Waring felt simply that this fresh and 
single-hearted young girl at his side made 
the day more exquisite, the sky more 
serene, the spring air more life-giving and 
inspiring. There was an intense vitality, 
a sense of growth and expansion in Ottilie 
which, combined with her candour and 
inexperience, appealed strongly to his 
imagination. He could have said again^ 
as on those far-off youthful days on the 
Campagna, 'How beautiful is life!' He 
had not known before that anything 



270 MADA^IE DE PRESNEL. 

could give him just that sensation again. 
Miss Capel, on her side, seemed to be 
deep in thought ; but in the few words 
she spoke there was a tone of friendliness 
that had not before made itself heard in 
her voice when she was addressing Waring. 
Her words were few and on indifferent 
subjects ; and yet he felt as if something 
of the thin ice of reserve that lay between 
them had melted away. Waring, by nature 
and habit, was rather a silent man, but he 
was not reserved. If he talked little in 
general of his own affairs, it was because 
he had lived much alone, and because it 
did not occur to him they could be of 
general interest. What there was to com- 
municate about himself, he was always 
willing enough to tell to a willing listener. 
With Ottilie it was different. Absolutely 
candid, there was yet a frost-breath of fine 
reticence that did not readily pass ; not to 
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everyone did she give up the key that 
unlocked her thoughts and heart. Waring 
was far from possessing it, and yet he felt 
that he had in some way gained a step in 
her confidence. He would have liked to 
say something more, to assure himself of it 
more fully. But the occasion did not 
present itself, and they rode on almost in 
silence. 

It was at Miss Capel's door that the 
party stopped first. A groom was waiting 
there to take her horse. She dismounted, 
but paused before entering the house to 
address some words of thanks to Laure 
and invite her to come in to tea. 

' A thousand thanks, but I have twenty 
engagements already,' said Laure, ' and so 
has Luigi ; have you not, Luigi ? Impos- 
sible for to-day, my dear. Richard, when 
are you coming to see me ? It is so stupid 
only to meet you at mamma's ; come and 
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breakfast with us one day, then we shall 
be alone. Au revoir.^ 

She kissed her hand and rode off accom- 
panied by her husband. Miss Capel turned 
to Waring. 

'Will you come in, Mr. Waring?' she 
said. ' My aunt will have tea ready for 
us, I know. Don't trouble about your 
horse ; the porter will find some one to 
take it directly.' 

Wariijg followed her into the house and 
upstairs. ' There is a visit for the signora,^ 
said the Italian maid who opened the door, 
' two ladies and also the gentleman in the 
salotto.' 

Ottilie passed on and opened the draw- 
ing-room door. Waring following, saw first 
Mr. HoweU standing apart by the further 
window with a pamphlet in his hand ; next 
Madame de Presnel, seated at the table 
near the fireplace, turning over the leaves 
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of a book ; and lastly, leaning back in an 
armchair by the fire, a cushion behind her, 
her feet on a footstool, a large and stately 
personage in satin and velvet and furs — no 
less a personage indeed, though he did not 
know it, than Lady Sarah Capel. 

' How do you do, my dear Ottilie ?' said 
this last, withdrawing a hand from a sable 
muif and holding it out. ' I arrived in 
Rome this morning, and have lost no time, 
as you perceive, in coming to see you.' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A TEA-PARTY IN THE CORSO. 

Lady Sarah Capel was tall, stout, digni- 
fied, and rather infirm. She was extremely- 
fond of travelling ; and with a maid, a man- 
servant, a courier, and plenty of money, went 
about the world very much at her ease ; 
indeed, there were few things that afforded 
her more enjoyment. She had lived much 
abroad in her husband's lifetime, and had 
friends in the most exclusive sets of every 
capital in Europe. She was an accomplish- 
ed woman ; she talked well when she cared 
to exert herself; and her conversation had 
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then something of the aroma of a gene- 
ration when culture was not, and cultiva- 
tion, if so lame a simile may be permitted, 
was a charming hot-house flower with a 
distinction and perfume which it has 
somewhat lost in its transplantation to a 
more weedy growth in the open air. Lady 
Sarah Capel played admirably on the 
piano ; and though she would have nothing 
to say to Wagner and the latest German 
school, she had kept pace with #ie times 
when an increasing taste for classical music 
took possession of the public mind. She 
also drew, but here her art dated from 
fifty years back; and her water-colours 
with wide white margins and a careful 
and invariable arrangement of composition 
and colouring had little in common with 
the newer schools in that branch of art. 
She liked to know people of genius, pro- 
vided they had made a name in the world. 

t2 
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They contributed to her entertainment in 
a very agreeable and interesting manner ; 
she had a happy sense of doing them 
honour by her notice and recognition, and 
of feeling that in addition to her rank and 
position, she qualified herself to pose as a 
woman of genius by her appreciation of 
the genius of others. Lesser people might 
be said not to exist for her. She was not 
indeed uninformed of their existence, es- 
pecially of that of the poorer classes of ' 
society; she took, in fact, an intelligent 
and liberal interest in the movement for 
the improvement of the masses, subscrib- 
ing largely to coiFee-taverns, People'^ 
Parks and concerts, and other useful in- 
stitutions of the day. These things lay 
within her cognisance as part of a woman 
of position's whole duty to man ; and she 
was too clever a woman to be left wholly 
unmoved by the strongest current of her 



A TEA-PARTY IN THE CORSO. 277 

age. But, nevertheless, the great mass of 
humanity was non-existent so far as her 
personal consciousness was concerned. 
Her interests lay apart from all these 
things, in her family and numerous con- 
nections, in her large circle of friends, in 
their births, deaths, and, above all, in their 
marriages, which were matters of absorb- 
ing and perennial interest to her. She was. 
in short, a genuine great lady, sumptuous, 
exclusive, and worldly-minded as became 
that character. She would have found 
her most congenial milieu a century or 
so earlier ; she would have been in her 
place travelling in a coach-and-six, with 
outrunners, waiting-women, musicians, 
torches, monkeys, cooks, and every other 
appendage proper to her exalted station, 
amid the homage and applause of an in- 
ferior world. But her lines having fallen 
on comparatively evil times, she made the 
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best of them, supporting her character 
with such shrunken resources as the pre- 
sent day affords, and at least with all the 
thorough certainty wrought by a life-long ♦ 
conviction. 

Some sb'ght commotion followed the 
entrance of Miss Capel accompanied by 
Waring. Lady Sarah indeed, seated in 
her arm-chair by the fire, did not move 
beyond putting out her hand to her 
grand-daughter, her infirmities rendering 
movement somewhat slow and difficult to 
her ; but Madame de Presnel, closing her 
book, rose and stood aside with a friendly 
smile to allow Ottilie to pass ; whilst Mr. 
Howell thrust the pamphlet he was read- 
ing into his pocket, and stood awkwardly 
enough as though hesitating whether or 
not to advance, responding to Waring's 
recognition of him, with the same air of 
doubt. Ottilie, with a glance of greeting 
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to him and to Madame de Presnel, went 
forward at once to her grandmother. 

' I had no idea, grandmamma,' she said, 
taking the hand and kissing the cheek 
Lady Sarah presented to her, Hhat you 
were already in Rome. How kind of you 
to come and see me at once.' 

^ My dear,' said Lady Sarah, with some- 
what slow and ponderous utterance, 'I have 
made this journey — and at my age and with 
my infirmities such a journey is no light 
matter, I assure you — ^for the express 
purpose of seeing you ; it was natural 
therefore that I should come without 
delay. I arrived, as I informed you, this 
morning ; and Madame de Presnel was 
good enough to bring me here this after- 
noon.' 

^But if I had known, grandmamma, 
you were in Rome, I would of course have 
gone to you,' said Miss Capel, with 
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concern. ' I am sorry indeed you should 
have had the fatigue of coming to me after 
your journey.' 

' Perhaps/ said Lady Sarah, ' I not only 
wished to see my grand-daughter, but felt 
some interest in seeing my grand-daugh- 
ter's house and surroundings. It rarely 
happens, Ottilie, that a young woman of 
your age enjoys such complete independ- 
ence as you have chosen to assume for 
yourself, and your nearest relations may 
be allowed to feel not only some interest, 
but some anxiety in a mode of life so 
exceptional. It is a subject, you will not 
be surprised to learn, on which I have 
much to say to you. But you do not 
seem to be alone ' 

'Certainly, grandmamma, I am not 
alone,' said Miss Capel, with a heightened 
colour, ' let me introduce you to Mr. War- 
ing, who has come in to have some tea 
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after our ride ; and Mr. Howell, who lias 
kindly come, I suppose,' she said, turning 
to him, ^ to give me the information which 
I asked him yesterday to procure for me. 
But you will not mind, I am sure,' she 
added, *if our business is postponed to 
another day.' 

Lady Sarah acknowledged these intro- 
ductions by a scarcely perceptible bow. 
With Waring's name and family she was 
perfectly well acquainted, and to him 
personally she had no objection. But it 
was not part of her system to be univer- 
sally gracious and to exhibit interest 
where she felt none; quite the reverse. 
Waring was not at all interesting to her 
just then; he might be ignored. In How- 
ell, on the other hand, she did feel the 
keenest interest, for it was in consequence 
of certain rumours concerning him and her 
grand-daughter that she had hastened her 
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journey to Rome. Lady Sarah had real and 
genuine horror of the possibility of a second 
mesalliance in her family^ Ottilie was not 
her only grandchild. Her three daughters 
and her elder son had all married well ; their 
many children were growing up, and their 
fortunes, alliances, and settlements in life 
were a constant occupation and source of 
entertainment to Lady Sarah. There were 
one or two scapegraces among the lads ; 
this one in the army had gambled, and 
his father had twice paid his debts ; that 
one at Oxford had run a headlong career, 
and made himself a name quite uncon- 
nected with honours and degrees ; but on 
these things Lady Sarah looked with 
leniency. 

^The young men of our family had 
always wild blood in them,' she was ac- 
customed to say. ' And not one of them 
ever disgraced himself,' she would fain 
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have added ; but checked herself with the 
thought of her second son, who had not 
been wild like the rest, but a scholar, 
and who had disgraced himself in her 
eyes irredeemably. Whence had come the 
weak, degenerate blood that flowed in his 
veins? and had his daughter inherited 
it? In so far as it was weak — no, cer- 
tainly not. Lady Sarah never deceived 
herself as to that. But, if Ottilie's will 
had been strong enough to assert itself 
on some points, one point there was which 
her grandmother was determined to con- 
test to the very last, one point she had 
resolved never to yield. For in one 
direction, her principles and her pre- 
judices urged her alike, in uncompromising 
opposition to the man Howell. 

The man Howell had, in the meantime^ 
entirely recovered his self-possession. Nei- 
ther Lady Sarah's impertinence apparently,. 
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nor the look of humorous criticism with 
which he was scanned by Madame de Pres- 
nel, had the power to disconcert him. His 
brilliant and restless eyes glanced round 
the room from one to the other, whilst he 
stood with his head a little thrown back, 
so as to shake the mass of his thick black 
hair well off his forehead, his left hand 
resting on the back of a chair behind him, 
his right thrust into his coat-pocket. It 
was an attitude that showed off his height 
and well-built figure to so much advant- 
age, that it was difficult to avoid the con- 
jecture that it had been studied with a 
view to effect. Madame de Presnel, who 
saw him now for the first time, presently 
expressed this opinion to Waring. 

' And indeed, why not ?' she immediate- 
ly added. ' The man, I have little doubt, 
is, or has been, a stump-orator ; he has at 
least all the appearance of it, and an 
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orator is bound to be as heedful of his 
ejSPects as an actor is.' 

' I don't know what he is — I wish I did,' 
said Waring ; ' but he might at least forget 
his effects in Miss Capel's drawing-room, 
where he doesn't go in the character of an 
orator, I presume.' 

' I am not so sure of that,' said Madame 
de Presnel. ' I have an idea, on the con- 
trary, that Miss Capel keeps his talents 
well in practice. I imagine her to have an 
unbounded capacity for imbibing stump- 
oratory.' 

Waring was silent for a minute. ^I 
think — I believe you know I think,' he 
said, ' that you misunderstand Miss 
Capel. Her impulses may lead her into 
errors of judgment ; but she has a love 
of just and impartial thinking that must 
certainly restore the balance in time. I 
never met with anyone so anxious to deny 



286 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

her own impulses and feelings in deference 
to what she believes to be right.' 

' In time, my dear Richard, in time 

But we all find out our mistaken impulses 
in time. The point is, will not Ottilie's 
lead her into some mistake too gigan- 
tic to be rectified? If she marries Mr. 
Howell, it Avill avail her little afterwards 
that her love of just thinking should re- 
store the balance, and show her that she 
has committed the greatest folly in the 
world.' 

' Why should you ima^ne such a thing ?' 
said Waring. 'I don't believe it for a 
moment.' 

'Why do you not believe it?' said 
Madame de Presnel. 

' In the first place, he is not a gentle- 
man ' 

' Oh, no, he is not a gentleman But 

are you quite sure that Miss Capel has 
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discovered the fact ? We have all heard 
of Nature's gentlemen ; and really Mr. 
Howell poses not amiss for the character. 
The finer instincts are lacking, I grant. 
He was apparently incapable of perceiving 
just now that he was not wanted. But 
with such broad and not unimposing out- 
lines the finer shades are not needed, 
perhaps; at any rate, they may not be 
missed.' 

This conversation took place as Waring 
and Madame de Presnel were walking away 
together from Miss Capel's house. Tea 
had been brought into the salon immedi- 
ately on Ottilie's return ; but Waring, per- 
ceiving at once that his presence at the 
interview between Lady Sarah and her 
grand-daughter was not wanted, remem- 
bered a forgotten engagement, and would 
have taken leave without delay, had he not 
been detained by Madame de Presnel. ' If 
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you are going to Lady Duberley's, Richard/ 
she said, ' I will go with you, as soon as I 
have finished this cup of tea. Lady Du- 
berley gives the weakest tea in Rome and 
the dullest company. But I promised to 
meet Laure there, and I must go.' Three 
minutes later, therefore, they went away 
together, leaving Mr. Howell still standing 
by his chair, but with a cup of tea in his 
hand now which he had accepted from 
Miss Capel, and which he was drinking 
with great deliberation. 

Lady Duberley, the childless widow of 
an Irish baronet, occupied furnished rooms 
in the Corso. She was a Catholic, and 
being connected with one or two influen- 
tial Catholic families, had acquired a posi- 
tion in Roman society which her limited 
means and not very brilliant intellect could 
hardly otherwise have commanded. But 
she had the art to make herself appear a 
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woman of fasliioii and a leader of society, 
and by one of those caprices that give an 
ever-varying drift to social intercourse, 
her pretensions were for the moment ac- 
cepted. Madame de Presnel and Waring, 
groping their way up three flights of the 
dark Roman staircase, presently found 
themselves in an alcoved and curtained 
little salon, discreetly lighted with shaded 
lamps, and with doors all round leading 
into other rooms. The salon was filled; 
Lady Duberley received every Friday, and 
it had become a habit with a certain set 
of people this winter to drop in and meet 
each other there on returning from their 
afternoon drive. Italians were to be met 
at her house as well as English, and Lady 
Duberley patronising the arts as she patron- 
ised religion, all sorts of people elbowed 
each other in her drawing-rooms. Waring 
was looking round for acquaintance in the 
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crowd, when lie was accosted by Miss 
Grant, the little artist whom he had met 
at Miss Capel's house. She immediately 
began to talk to him. 

^What a delightful dinner we had at 
Miss Capel's the other evening,' she said. 
* I do so wish she would ask me to meet 
Mr. Howell again.' 

' You liked Mr. Howell ?' said Waring. 
^ I had an idea, do you know, that you 
and he diiSered in opinion as much as 
possible.' 

' Oh, but that is nothing,' said Miss 
Grant ; ' one may differ from a man, and 
yet find him delightful, you know — all the 
more so, I think. I assure you all the 
girls at my studio were quite wild with 
envy when I told them I had met Mr. 
Howell. He is quite the rage in Rome 
this season, you know.' 

' No, I did not know, indeed,' said War- 
ing J ' why is he the rage ?' 
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^ Oh, I don't know, but he is. Everyone 
is going wild about him. He is a sort of 
EngKsh Garibaldi or Mazzini, ypu know, 
and he looks like it, does he not ? Oh, I 
-am quite dying to see him again. I want 
him to write his name on my fan. I was 
so mad that I had not taken it with me to 
Miss Capel's the other night.' 

' What has he done, might I ask,' said 
Waring, smiling, ' that his name should 
be immortalised by being inscribed on 
your fan ?' 

' Oh, I don't know exactly, but some- 
thing quite splendid, I believe — ^like Maz- 
zini, or one of those great men, something 
for the people. That's why I admire him 
so much. I am a great Radical, you know, 
Mr. Waring ; I am all for the people, and 
I think shooting kings is quite justifiable 
under certain circumstances.' 

' You had better not say too much about 
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that here, perhaps,' said Waring; 'that 
kind of Radicalism is by no means univer- 
sally in favour in Italy just now. Whose 
life has Mr. Howell been attempting ?' 

' Oh, not any, that I am aware of; I did 
not mean it literally, of course. I am 
altogether a Radical, you know, not only 
on that point. Poor people have souls 
and bodies just ' as much as rich ones ; 
so why should any difference be made 
between them ? Mr. Howell and I quite 
agreed about that the other evening ; and 
we were quite of one mind, too, about the 
equalisation of labour and the redistri- 
bution of wealth. He thinks the land 
ought to be nationalized too ; but I am not 
sure about that myself I am for peasant 
proprietorship, though of course there is 
a good deal to be said for his side of the 
question. Mr. Howell told me all his 
views whilst you were talking with Miss 
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dapel ; I never in my life met with any- 
one so interesting. I repeated it all to 
the girls at my studio the next day ; they 
are all Radicals too, you know, and we 
are all so sorry that we did not live in 
Italy before it was free, we should so have 
sympathised with Mazzini and the Repub- 
licans and the secret societies. I am an 
Irredentist and a cosmopolitan, you know ; 
are not you, Mr. Waring? Can you see 
any reason why England or Austria or 
any other country should keep what has 
^ver belonged to anyone else?' 

' You ask such tremendous and compli- 
cated questions,' said Waring, laughing 
outright. ' You don't really expect me 
to answer them off-hand, do you ? I would 
rather you should tell me, if you will, 
something about Mr. Howell. What has 
he done exactly to make him so famous ?' 

'Oh, I quite grant it is a tremendous 



294 MADAME DE PRESNEL. 

question ; it involves such large interests/ 
said Miss Grant ; ' but I don't see how it 
is complicated. It seems to me the sim- 
plest thing in the world that one shouldn't 
keep other people's property. The only 
country I don't feel quite sure about i& 
Russia; for it really does seem, doesn't 

it ? — as if Russia might have a mission 

Oh, Mr. Howell and I were quite agreed 
upon all those points. I can't tell you 
exactly what he has done ; I don't know 
the details, and it doesn't much matter, for 
one has only to look at him to see that 
he is really great ; and he holds the right 
views on every subject. The one thing 
we were not agreed upon was about the 
Campagna, and that we approached from 
different points of view. Mine, of course^ 
is the aesthetic point; one couldn't expect 
a man like Mr. Howell to see things as an 
artist does, could one ? And so I forgave 
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him that. Which is your view, Mr. 
Waring ?' 

'There is another of your tremendous 
questions,' said Waring, putting on his 
glasses and glancing round the room as he 
spoke ; ' and one that I feel quite incom- 
petent to answer. There is my friend Van 
Bruggen, I see. You might discuss the 
aesthetic point with him. You know him^ 
do you not ?' 

' Not for the world,' cried Miss Grant ; 
' I wouldn't discuss anything with Mr. 
Van Bruggen for the world. He is the 

most odious man I beg your pardon, 

Mr. Waring, if he is a friend of yours, 
but he does say the most disagreeable 
things. I only told him one day that I 
was an Impressionist, and you can't think 
how rude he was to me. Besides, I must 
go ; it's my dinner-hour. Good-night.' 

Miss Grant vanished as the artist came 
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up. He looked after her as she disap- 
peared through the doorway. 

' What have you done to affront Miss 
Grant?' said Waring; 'she has run away 
to avoid you.' 

'She does well — so much the better,' 
said the artist. ' Oh, I don't care this or 
that for Miss Grant as an individual, a 
silly girl like that. It is the species I 
hate, that goes swarming all over the 
world with idle tongues that profane and 
dishonour every subject they touch upon. 
She has been talking politics to you ?' 

' Yes.' 

'Socialism?' 

' Yes.' 

' Humanity, universal brotherhood, 
equality of souls ?' 

' Something of all that.' 

' And art ?' 

'Well, only a little of that — ^we were 
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coming to it when you interrupted us.' 
' Ah, I thought so. That is how they 
do ; they take hold of every one of those 
things that men have spent noble lives 
upon and died for, they turn them into idle 
catchwords, they desecrate them by un- 
meaning chatter, they cant, they twaddle 
with their foolish tongues and shallow 
brains, until wise men are ready to say, 
^' Henceforward we hold our peace, let the 
world go its way." Oh, I don't speak of 
Miss Grant ; I care not that for a silly girl 
like Miss Grant ; it is her species, a set of 
fools I should like to crush and grind into 
little powder. I protest,' he went on, his 
grim humour relaxing a little, ' when I 
think of it all, I sometimes feel tempted to 
join the Silent Club.' 

* What in the world may that be ?' said 
Waring. 

Van Bruggen thrust his hands into his 
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pockets. ^ Ah,' he said, ' you don't know 
the Silent Club ; I'll tell you about it. It 
was instituted by a friend of mine. He is^ 
a wag in his way ; he did it as a joke ; but 
the biggest part of the joke is that he found 
ten, fifteen people perhaps to take it in all 
seriousness. The occasion of it was this. 
We were talking together in my studio 
one day, much as I talk to you. He was 
saying, " What acres of canvas, what lakes 
of paint, what unending reams of ink- 
blotted paper, what floods and torrents of 
nonsense are heaving, swelling, foaming 
over the whole world, threatening to crush 
it, drown it, swamp it to one horrible^ 
dead, stagnant level of commonplace. I 
shall make a society to stop it. I shall 
make a club of which each member shall 
swear that for such a period he shall touch 
neither pen nor brush nor any one im- 
plement, literary or artistic, whatever; 
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that he shall not in any way add to the 
clatter and chatter now filling the world, 
nor to the enormous incubus that is weio:h- 
ing on it ; that he shall paint no pictures, 
nor write any books — no, not even one 
article for a magazine, nor one criticism 
for a newspaper." Well, he went about 
saying this as a joke ; but as I tell you, he 
found ten or fifteen people who took it up 
seriously, nay, with enthusiasm, and his 
club was composed.' 

'Of disappointed writers and artists, I 
suppose ?' said Waring. 

' Not at all — not at all. This is not a club 
of the rates. No, quite the reverse. And 
they are indeed people who are very sen- 
sible on all points but this one — that they 
think their little protest can in any way 
arrest the great manufacture of the age. 
They say they do it in the name of art and 
literature; and they forget that art and 
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literature in their sense exist no longer for 
the great mass of mankind, nothing but a 
gigantic trade and manufacture. Now I 
am more sensible than that ; I protest be- 
cause I must ; oh, yes, I must ; but I know 
that the world is bad, that it is growing 
worse, and that neither all the talking nor 
all the silence will do it any good.' ' 

' Yes, yes, I know your opinion on those 
points,' said Waring, ' you are a pessimist. 
Van Bruggen. But you have not joined 
the club yourself.' 

'I?' said the painter, not without hu- 
mour, ' what should a talker like me do in 
a Silent Club ? Besides, it is different ; I 
am an artist ; I am not a sUly girl or boy 
with a paint-box and a palette and nothing 
else. Let the men work who can ; that is 
different.' 

* Ah, I suppose that's what they all say,' 
answered Waring, absently. ' Van Brug- 
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gen,' he went on, abruptly, 'have you 
learned anything more about that man 
HoweU r 

' What should I have learned about him? 
why do you torment me with him?' said 
the artist, growling. 

* Because I left him half-an-hour ago 
drinking tea in Miss Capel's drawing- 
room ; the last place, it seems to me, in 
which such a man should be found.' 

' Such a man — ^such a man !' grumbled 
the other. 'What do you know against 
him ? I like him myself — yes, I like him.' 

'That has nothing to do with it,' said 
Waring. 'One may like many men for 
personal reasons whom one would not care 
to introduce to everyone.' 

'You take a great interest in Miss 
Capel,' said the artist, perversely. 

' All this we discussed the other night,' 
said Waring, without losing patience. 
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'Yes, I take a great interest in Miss 

Capel But it was Howell we were 

speaking of. After all, what is it that 
he has done ? There is your little enemy. 
Miss Grant; she couldn't say enough in 
his praise just now, but when one came 
to question her, she was as ignorant, 
apparently, as anyone else as to what 
the man really is. How has he gained 
such a reputation ?' 

'As to that, what is easier,' said Van 
Bruggen ; ' two or three hints and a little 
mystery, and your reputation is made. 
Oh, that is easy enough. I do not say 
it is so with Howell ; I say nothing about 
him, except Well,' he went on, re- 
lenting, 'one thing about him I have 
learnt; it's not much; he is cautious — 
very cautious about his past, and for that 
I do not like him. A man has no need 
to relate his history to the first-comer, 
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but one doesn't like to feel that he is 
<5autious. But he let this slip out the 
the other evening when he was talking 
to me ; he comes from your great English 
town, Norton Row.' 

' From Norton Row !' said Waring, 
surprised. 

'Who is it comes from Norton Row?' 
said Madame de Presnel, who had just 
joined them ; ' anyone you know, Richard ?' 

' Mr. Howell, it would seem,' he answered. 

' Oh !' said Madame de Presnel. ' From 
Norton Row ? We are in pays de connais- 
sance^ apparently.' 



304 



CHAPTER XIIL 

MISS STANLEY WRITES. 

Waring was engaged to dine that evening 
with Madame de Presnel, and on leaving 
Lady Duberley's reception, he went back 
to his hotel to dress. On his way, 
he passed again through the Via dell' 
Angelo Custode ; it was not the most 
direct way, bnt it was as good as any 
other, and after the stifling atmosphere 
of Lady Duberley's little salon, Waring 
may probably not have been sorry to 
prolong his walk in the fresh evening 
dusk. The evening, at any rate, was 
charming, a fitting close to the lovely 
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spring day. The sun had set, the short 
southern twilight was deepening into night, 
and over the wide lighted city the stars 
were throbbing in a serene grey sky. 

As he approached the house in which 
Miss Capel lived, he stood still for a mo- 
ment, and looked up. The windows of 
the apartment she occupied on the second 
floor were still uncurtained, and illumined 
only by the fiful flicker of firelight; be- 
low, the court-yard seen through the open 
poiie-coch^re was in darkness, except for 
the dim starlit space of sky overhead, and 
the glare of two lamps where a carriage 
stood waiting at the foot of the stone 
staircase which opened immediately upon 
the court-yard. It was the carriage, pre- 
sumably Lady Sarah's, that Waring had 
left standing there more than an hour 
ago ; and as he looked, a light from above 
flashing on the staircase-wall showed three 
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people descending the steps; a large and 
heavy personage leaning on the arm of 
a slender young figure, and behind them a 
maid-servant holding a lamp high above 
her head, whose light falling on the two 
in advance, revealed Lady Sarah Capel and 
her grand-daughter. Ottilie had taken off 
her hat, but she still wore her riding-habit, 
the skirt of which she held gathered over 
one arm, whilst with the other she assisted 
her grandmother's slow movements. A 
man-servant came forward as they reached 
the lowest step; the carriage door was 
opened ; Lady Sarah relinquished her hold 
of Miss CapeVs arm. 

' Good-night, my dear Ottilie,' she said, 
in penetrating tones, 'you will reflect, I 
trust, on all that I have been saying.' 

The door closed, the carriage rolled 
away, but Miss Capel did not immediately 
move. Letting her long skirt fall upon 
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the step, she stood motionless a moment, 
her hands clasped behind her, her chin a 
little raised as she looked up at the starlit 
sky, a slim, youthful figure illuminated by 
the rays of the lamp held by her maid, who 
awaited her a few steps higher up. Some- 
thing in the effect of her dark cloth habit 
with the white line of the linen collar 
encircling her throat, of her bright hair 
brushed from her forehead, of her smooth 
softly-rounded cheek and chin, gave for 
the moment that touch of boyishness to 
her look which is always charming in a 
young girl, when it suggests nothing mas- 
culine, but simply the fearless candour, 
the open bloom of youth, its first fresh 
spring of untiring health and vitality. A 
thought passed unbidden through War- 
ing's mind as he turned abruptly and 
walked away. ' If I were altogether a 
free man,' it said to him, 'that is the 
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young girl whom in all the world I would 
choose for my wife/ It was a thought 
that came without thinking; he neither 
cherished nor rejected it ; but it held his- 
mind as he walked through the lighted, 
crowded streets to his hotel. 

Some letters were handed to him as he 
passed through the hall on his way up- 
stairs to his room. They were chiefly 
business letters, as he saw at a glance; but 
among them was one that arrested hi& 
immediate attention. The post-mark waa 
New York ; the" address was written in the 
same minutely neat handwriting, as that 
which had inscribed his initials on Miss 
Stanley's photograph. Laying his other 
letters aside for the time, he at once open- 
ed this one, and read it before beginning 
to dress. It was not very long and ran as 
follows : — 
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' Dear Friend, 

'I take up my pen again in 
•obedience to your wish to inform you that 
this leaves me well, as I trust it may also 
find you. Thank God, all has gone well 
with us lately. Work has been more plen- 
tiful than at the beginning of the winter, 
and our little business has prospered. Our 
friends are faithful and good. We are 
much blessed, too, in our minister, whose 
Sabbath words are as manna to sustain us 
through the week ; and with our spiritual 
wants so richly supplied, temporal needs 
should be borne with a light heart. Yet, 
since the flesh is weak, we thank God daily 
that in this matter also we have now 
enough and to spare. 

' Dear friend, all this being the case, it 
may surprise you to learn that I have, 
after all, decided to return to Europe. It 
ias been borne in upon me lately that he 
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of whom I spoke to you is not in America^ 
and that it is in Europe, if anywhere, that 
I shall meet him again. Do not be dis- 
pleased with me, that my thoughts are still 
drawn in that direction. The heart is^ 
stronger than the will, and it is a deep 
trouble in my life that one whom I once 
esteemed above all men, should be wan- 
dering perhaps ^s an outcast, in sadnesa 
and doubt, and with the weight of error 
and mistake on his soul. For a time, in the 
great sorrow of my father s death, that 
trouble was stilled ; but now it has risen 
before me like a cloud day and night ; it 
has come before me in hours of silent 
communing and shaken my soul with 
earthly pain before the very Mercy-seat. 
Only last night as I prayed in trouble of 
spirit I seemed to hear plainly a voice 
that said, " Arise and seek thy brother,. 
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for he hath need of thee ; and the hand 
of the Lord Himself shall lead thee." 
And then a deep calm fell upon my spirit 
and I knew what I had to do. 

' Forgive me, dear friend, that I write 
so much about myself, so little about you. 
I read your last letter many times and 
with many thoughts of you, for I seemed 
to find in it a tone of much sadness and 
weariness with the vanity and hoUowness 
of life. Alas, how can it be otherwise 
when you wander still so far from the 
true wisdom, whose ways are ways of 
pleasantness, and all her paths are peace. 
Dear friend, more than once in hours of 
sorrow and weakness we spoke together on 
these subjects. I would willingly have 
said more, but I feared to speak unwisely^ 
and that words of mine might be fresh 
stumbling-blocks in your way. But,. 
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though my words are few and poor, the 

power of prayer is mighty, and so long 

as life lasts, I will not cease to pray for 

you. 

« 

' It is late, and my candle is going out. 
Forgive me if in these few lines I have 
said anything wrong, or that I should 
have left unsaid. 

' Your friend, 

'Elizabeth Stanley.' 

Waring read this letter as though it 
had fallen from another planet. A singu- 
lar and complicated emotion took posses- 
sion of him. 'What have I to do with 
such a life as this ?' was his first thought. 
' It does not belong to me — ^it does not in 
any sense belong to me. It belongs first 
to her God, and then to this man with 
whom she is still in love.' He read the 
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letter again. What could he have said 
in his own letter, he wondered, to call 
forth her closing remarks? No man, as 
a rule, was less occupied than himself with 
the vanity and hollowness of life ; he had 
too many other things to think about. 
He remembered vaffuelv at last that he 
had written late one night when he was 
tired after a long day's work and had a 
Ijieadache. Nothing could be more natural 
than that he should write to Miss Stanley 
in some such hour of depression, for it waa 
precisely with such hours, the hours of a 
long and tedious convalescence, that she 
was associated in his mind. His memory 
of her was as the memory of some quiet 
resting-place where neither intellect nor 
imagination have been touched, but needed 
repose afforded for both. He read the 
letter yet once more, and this time witk 
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a rising impatience at its lack of practical 
and business-like details. Of what Miss 
Stanley meant to do, of when she intended 
to leave America, whither she purposed 
going on her arrival in Europe — of all this 
not a word. And yet, as Waring was well 
aware, Miss Stanley was neither unbusi- 
ness-like nor unpractical ; far from it. 
That minutely compact and neat hand- 
writing illustrated an equally neat and 
compact mind, in which there were no 
loose ends of thought or purpose, and 
even the imaginations and impulses of 
youth were rigidly kept within certain 
selected channels. The very ' guidings ' 
to which, after the manner of people of 
her persuasion, she implicitly trusted, on 
which she kept her final decisions sus- 
pended, were not wholly left to chance, 
but chosen as they fitted more or less with 
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her preconceived arrangements. All these 
peculiarities Waring, not without an oc- 
casional sense of amusement, had noted 
during his acquaintance with her. If, 
then, she wrote vaguely, it was probably- 
less that she was uncertain as to what she 
meant to do than that she intended to 
keep him in ignorance of her movements. 
To what end ? If to affirm her indepen- 
dence, to free herself wholly from the 
slight bond that held them together, if 
that were Miss Stanley's intention. Waring 
could not honestly say that it greatly 
pained or troubled him ; no, he could not 
say that it gave him pain. But her reti- 
cence did occasion him extreme annoy- 
ance. It implied a distrust of his loyalty 
and discretion that struck him like a 
direct affront. For the moment, however, 
he had no time to dwell on it. It was 
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already late, and dressing hastily, he 
thrust the letter into his pocket, and 
started for his dinner at Madame de 
Presnel's. 
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